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HEN Rome, my Lox, in her full glory _— 
And great AuGusTus rul'd the globe alone; 


While ſuppliant kings, in all their pomp and ſtate, 


Swarm'd in his courts, and throng'd his palace Sate; 5 
Hok AC did oft the mighty man detain, 955 
And ſooth'd his breaſt with no ignoble ſtrain, n, 


Now ſoar'd aloft, now-ſtruck an kumbler ſtring, 
And mann 10 ROMAN genius how to ling. 5 5 


| Pazbon, if I his freedom 3 purſue, 
Who know no want of Cxsas, finding you; 


The muſe's friend is pleas'd the muſe ſhould 2355 


Thro' circling, crouds, and labour for accels, 


That partial to his darling he may prove, 


And ſhining throngs for her approach remove, 


To all the world induſtrious to proclaim 


love of arts, and boaſt the glorious flame. 
» 4 | 


A 4 | Loxs 


Pour'd forth her ſorrow, and bewail'd her dead 
Fell diſcord thro' her borders fiercely rang'd, 
And ſhook her nations, and her monarchs chang '0;:: 
By land and ſea its utmoſt rage employ'd ; 
Nor heav'n repair d, ſo faſt as men deſtroy d. 


And ev'ry monarch call his crown his on: 5 
To valour gentler virtues now ſucceed; 


Wiſdom and proweſs in one breaſt may dwells -— 
Thro' milder tracts he ſoars to deathleſs fame, 
And without trembling we reſound his name. 


| Low has the weſtern world reclin'd her head, 


In vain kind fammers 3 fields beſtow” d, 


In vain the vintage liberally flow'd : 
Alarms from loaden boards all pleaſure chac'd, 
And robb'd the rich BUR GUN DIA grape of tale; . 
The ſmiles of nature could no bleſſing bring, _ 3 
The fruitful autumn, or the flow'ry ſpring; _ 0 
Time was diſtinguiſhed by the ſword and ; ny 3 
Not by the various aſpects of the year; 
The trumpet's ſound proclaim'd a milder ſky, 
And bloodſhed told a us $ when the ſun was algh. 


"Hor now (bo 68 is  BriTain? 8 bleſſing 1 


When ſuch as you are near her glorious Queen 1 


Now peace, tho' long repuls'd, arrives at laſt, 
And bids us ſmile on all our labours paſt; 


Bids ev'ry nation ceaſe her wonted moan, 


No longer is the great man born to bleed; . 7 
Renown'd in councils brave Ax vx ſhall tell, 


1 
: 


THE Lo x LANSDOWNE. 5 oY 
No more the riſing harveſt whets the word, 


= Ne longer waves uncertain of its lord; 5 


Who caſt the ſeed the golden ſneaf ſhall claim, 
Nor chance of battle change the maſter's name, 


Each ſtream unſtain'd with blood more ſmoothly own; 2 


The brighter ſun a fuller day beſtows ; 
All nature ſeems to wear a chearful face, 5 
And thank great Aux NA for e cd | 


2 


No 15 be invokes the «gods i in vain, 

But riſes to new life; in ev'ry field 

He finds Elyſium, rivers nectar yield; 
Nothing ſo cheap and vulgar but can pleaſe, 
And borrow beauties from his late diſeaſe. 


Nox is it peace alone, but ſuch a peace, 
As more than bids the rage of battle ceaſe. 
Death may determine war, and reſt ſucceed, 
"Cauſe nought ſurvives on which our rage may feed; . 5 
In faithful friends we loſe our glorious foes, 
And ſtrifes of love exalt our ſweet repoſe. 
See graceful BOLINGBROKE your friend advance, 
Nor miſs his LawsDowNE in the court of France; 


So well receiv'd, ſo welcome, ſo at home, | 


(Bleſs'd change of fate !) in Bourzox's ſtately dome; 
The monarch pleas'd deſcending from his throne, 
Will not that Anna call him all her own; 


He claims a part, and looking round to and 


5 Something might ſpeak the fulneſs of his mind, 


| F A diamond ſhines, which oft had touch'd him near, 5 
6 Reneweg b grief, and robb'd him of a tear; 


A 2 „„ Now . 


4 An EPI 8 TLE To 
Now firſt with joy beheld, well plac'd on one, 
Who makes him leſs regret his darling ſon; 
80 dear is Anna's miniſter, ſo great i 
YL our glorious friend © in his own private late. | 


To make our nations longer two, in vain 

Does nature interpoſe the raging main: 
The Gallic ſhore to diſtant Britain grows, 
For LEWIS Thames, the Seine for Ax x A flows: 
From conflicts paſs'd each other's worth we ſind, 
And thence in ſtricter friendſhip now are join'd ; 
Fach wound receiv'd now pleads the cauſe of love, 
And former injuries endearments. prove. 

What Briton but muſt prize th' illuſtrious ſword, 
"That cauſe of fear to Cuuxch,ꝭãʒu could afford? 
Who {worn to BousBoN's ſcepter, but muſt frame 
Vaſt thoughts of him that could brave TaLLazD tame! 7 
Thus gen'rous hatred! in affection ends, 
And war, which rais'd the foes, completes the friends. 
A zbouſand happy conſequences flow, : 
(The daz'ling proſpect makes my boſom glow.) | 
Commerce ſhall lift her ſwelling fails, and roll 

Her wealthy fleets ſecure from pole to pole. 
The Britiſh merchant, who with care and pain 

For many moons ſees only ſkies and main; 
When now in view of his lov'd native ſhore, 

The perils of the dreadful ocean oer, 
Cauſe to regret his wealth no more ſhall find, 
| Nor curſe the mercy of the ſea and wind; | 
By hardeſt fate condemn'd to ſerve a foe, 5 

And give him Rrength to ſtrike a deeper blow. 
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sweet PHILOMELA providently flies 
To diſtant woods and ſtreams, for ſuch ſupplies, 


To feed her young, and make them try the wing, 


And with their tender notes attempt to ſing : 


Mean while, the fowler ſpreads his ſecret mare, 
And renders vain the tuneful mother's care. 
BRITA NXIA's bold adventurer of late, 


YT he foaming ocean ptow'd. with equal fate. 


_ GoomxEss is greatneſs in its utmoſt height, 


And pow'r a curſe, if not a friendAto right: 
To conquer is to make diſſenſion ceaſe, 


That man may ſerve the King of kings in peace. 
Religion now ſhall all her rays diſpepſe, 

And ſhine abroad in perfect excellence; 

Elſe we may dread ſome greater curſe at hand, 


To ſcourge a thoughtleſs and ingrateful land: 
Now war is weary, and retir'd to reſt; 


The meagre famine, and the ſpotted peſt, 


Deputed in her ſtead, may blaſt the day, 


And ſweep the relicts of the ſword away. 


Warn peaceful Numa fuld the Roman throne, 


Jove in the fullneſs of his glory ſhone : 
Wile SoLOMoON, a ſtranger to the ſword, \ 


Was born to. raiſe a temple to the Lok b. 
ANNE too ſhall build, and ev'ry facred pile 
Speak peace eternal to BR1TANN1A'S ile. 


Thoſe mighty ſouls, whom military care 
= Diverted from their only great affair, 

” Shall bend their full united force, to bleſs 
TO almighty Author of their late ſuccels. 
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= And what ! is all the world ſubdu'd to this? 


Above the fplendor of an earthly throne; 
Conqueſts! whoſe triumph is too great, within 0 
The ſcanty bounds of matter to begin; | 7H 
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The grave ſets bounds to ſublunary bliſs. 
But there are conqueſts to great Ax x A known, 


Too glorious to ſhine forth „ till it has rn _ 
Bey ond this darkneſs of the ſtars aud ſun, 0 


And thall whole ages paſt be ſtill ſtill but begun. Z 


Hande ſhades! whom war ki ſwept away, 


| Look down, and ſmile on this auſpicious day: 


Nou boaſt your deaths; to thoſe your glory tell, 
Who or it Agincourt, or Creſſy, fell; 


Iben deep into eternity retire, _ | 
Of greater things than peace or war inquire; * 
Fully content, and unconcern'd, to know 

What farther Falles in the world below. 


| Ti BE brawl af mankind mall now bene 1 5 | 
To die but once, nor piece-meal ſeek the grave? 


On gain or pleaſure bent, we ſhall not meet 
Sad melancholy numbers in each ſtreet, 


(Owners of bones diſpers'd on Flandria's plain, 
Or waſting in the bottom of the main) 


| To turn us back from joy, in tender fear, 
' Leſt it an inſult of their woes appear, 
And make us grudge ourſelves that wealth, their blood 


Perhaps preſerv'd, who ſtarve, or beg for food, 


Devotion ſhall run pure, and diſengage . 
From that Firange fate of mixing peace: with rage. 


on 


THE Lony LANSDOWNE, 7 
On heav'n without a ſin we now may call, 
And puiltleſs to our Maker proſtrate fall; 


he Chriſtians while we pray, nor in one _ 
Aſk mercy for ourſelves, for others death. 


| Bur, 0! I view with tranſport, 8 arts reſtor'd, 
Which double uſe to Britain ſhall afford; _ 
Secure her glory purchas'd in the field, 
And yet for future peace ſweet motives yield: 
While we contemplate on the painted wall, 
Ihe preſſing Briton, and the flying Gaul, 
In ſuch bright images, ſuch living grace, 
As leave great RAPHAEL but the ſecond place; 
Our cheeks ſhall glow, our heaving boſoms riſe, 
And martial ardors ſparkle in our eyes; 
' Much we ſhall triumph in our battles paſt, 
And yet conſent thoſe battles prove our laſt ; 
Leſt, while in arms for brighter fame we e, 
We loſe the n means to hap that fame alive. 


In Gene groves the birds delight to fo 
Or near the margin of a ſecret ſpring: 
Now all is calm, ſweet muſic ſhall improve, 
1 Nor kindle rage, but de che nurſe of love. 


Do Bur wha s the warbling voice, the trembling ſtring, | 
- Or breathing canvaſs, when the muſes ſing ? 
e The muſe, my lord, your care above the reſt, i 
With riſing joy dilates my partial breaſt. = 
The thunder of the battle ceas'd to roar, 
Ere Greece her godlike poets taught to ſoar; 
= A 4 „ Rome's 


n 
— 


0 8 
— — 32 
, 


— E 2 >. 1 
2 "a 
— —Gä ond ON 


3 1 » a 5 * 
—— — 


ore — Ss © — 
£ 1 3 ny —- 
— S — — . — — 


7 


— — on 
2 3 — 
— — 


. ———— 
———ů ad 


—— — 
1 — 
— oo 3 a 
— 23 2 «IS << —— 


. EPISTLE 1 0 


| Rome' s dreadful foe, great HANNIBAL, was dead, 


And all her warlike neighbours round her bled ; 
For Ja vus ſhut her Io Pœans rung, 
DIE: an TOI or a VIRGIL ſung. 


' * 
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4 THOUSAND various forms the muſe may wear, 
(A thouſand various forms become the fair) 


| But ſhines in none with more majeſtic mein, 


Than when in ſtate ſhe draws the purple ſcene ; 
Calls forth her monarchs, bids her heroes rage, 


And mourning beauty melt the crouded ſtage; 


Charms back paſt ages, gives to Britain's uſe 
The nobleſt virtues time did e'er produce; 


Leaves fam'd hiſtorians boaſted art behind; 


They keep the ſoul alone, and that's confin'd, ; 
Sought out with pains, and but by pros peaks: 
The hero's preſence deep impreſſion ches; I 
The ſcenes his ſoul and body re-uniteg 
Furniſh a voice, produce him to the ſipht ; 'B 
Make our cotemporary him that ſtood 


High in renown, perbaps, before the flood 
Make Nr sro to this age advice afford, 


And Hr cron for our ſervice draw his ſword. 


Moe glory to an aer what can bring, 
Whence nobler ſervice to his country pre, 
Than from thoſe labours, which, in man's Ae, 


pPoſſeſs him with a paſſion for the right? 
With honeſt magic make the knave inclin d 


To pay devotion to the virtuous mind; 


. Thro? all her toils and dangers bid him rove, | 
And with her wants and anguiſh fall in love ? 


Wu o 


g Tue LoD LANSDOWNE. 9 
i Wo hears the godlike-MonTEzUMA groan, 
And does not wiſh the glorious pain his own? _ 
Lend but your underſtanding, .and their kill 
Caan domineer at pleaſure o'er your will: 

Nor is the ſhort-liv'd conqueſt quickly paſt; 
8 Shame, if not choice, will hold the convert faſt, E 
7 How often have 1 ſeen the VE PH bowl 

'* With pleaſing force unlock a ſecret ſoul, 
And ſteal a truth, which ev'ry ſober hour ; 
( The proſe of life) had kept within herpow'r ? 
The grape victorious often has prevail'd, 


When gold and beauty, racks and tortures rd d 


Vet when the ſpirit's tumult was allay'd, 


She mourn'd, perhaps, the ſentiment 3 4 
But mourn'd too late, nor longer could deny, 


And on her own | confeſſic on charge the lye. 


Tuus they, whom neither the prevailing lore N 


Of goodneſs here, or mercy from above, 
Or fear of future pains, or human laws, 


Could render adyocates in virtue's cauſe, 
caught by the ſcene have unawares reſign d 
Their wonted diſpoſition of the mind: 

By ſlow degrees prevails the pleaſing tale, 
As circling glaſſes on our ſenſes ſteal ; 


Till throughly by the muſes banquet warm'd, 5 
The paſſions toſſing, all the ſoul alarm'd, 4 


They turn mere zealots, fluſh'd with glorious rags IM 
Riſe in their ſeats, and ſcarce forbear the ſtage, 
Aſſiſtance to wrong'd innocence to bring, 

Cr turn the poignard on ſome tyrant king. 


: | | A 8 | How 


1 5 Cahing . ſome formidable blow ; 5 


ro. An EPISTLE To 
How can they cool to villains ? how ſubfide 
Jo dregs of vice, from ſuch a godlike pride? 
To ſpoiling orphans how to-day return, 
Who wept laſt night to fee Monimia mourn? 
In this gay ſchool of virtue whom ſo fit 
To govern, and controul the world of wit, 


As TALBOT, LAxsDowRxE“s friend, has Britain known ? G 


Him poliſh'd Italy has call'd her own ; 

He in the lap of elegance was bred, 
And trac'd the muſes to their i bead: 

But much we hope, he will enjoy at home 
What's nearer antient than the modern Rome. 
Nor fear I mention of the court of France, 
When I the Britiſh genius would advance: | 
| There too has SHREWSBURY improv'd his taſte; 
Yet ſtill we dare invite him to our feaſt, + 
For Cornt1LLE's fake, I ſhall my thoughts ſuppreſs | 
Of Oxooxoko, and preſume him leſs: 
What tho' we wrong him? IsaBELLA's woe 
Waters thoſe bays 8 288 for ever grow. 


Our foes confeſs, nor we the priſe refuſe, 
The drama glories in the Britiſh muſe, © | 
The French are delicate, and nicely lead Y 
Of cloſe intrigue the Labyrinthian threads 
Pur genius more affects the grand than fine, 
Our ſtrength can make the great plain action ſhine: - 
They raiſe a great cur'oſity indeed, 
From his dark maze to ſee the hero freed ; 
We rouze th' affections, and that hero ſhow 
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They ſigh; we weep: the Gallic doubt and oy 
We heighten into terror and deſpair; 
Strike home, the ſtrongeſt paſſions boldly touch, 
Nor fear our audience ſhould be pleas'd too much, 
What's great in nature we can greatly draw, 
Nor thank for beauties the dramatic laws _ 
The fate of CæxsAx is a tale too plain 
I be fickle Gallic taſte to entertain; 
Their art would have perplex'd, 154 interwove 
The golden arras with gay flow'rs of love: 
We know Heav'n made him a far greater man, 
Than any Cæs ak, in a human plan, 
And ſuch we draw him, nor are too refin'd, 
To ſtand affected with what heav'n deſign' 4. 
Io claim attention, and the heart invade, 
SHAKESPEARE but wrote the play th' Almighty made. 
Our neighbour's ſtage art too barefac'd betrays, 
Tis great CORNEILLE at ev'ry ſcene we praile ; : 
On nature's ſurer aid BRITA NxxNIA calls, 


None think of SHAKESPEARE till the curtain falls; „ 


Then with a ſigh returns our audience home, 
eee Keypt, Fw Greece,. or Rome. 


FRANCE yields not to the glory of our lines, 
But manly conduct of our ſtrong deſigns ; 
That oft they think more juſtly we muſt own, 


Not antient Greece a truer ſenſe has ſhown : 


Greece thought but juſtly, they think juſtly too; 
We ſometimes err by ſtriving more to do, 


So well are Rac1xe's meaneſt perſons taught, 
But change a ſentiment, you make a fault; 


Nor 


„ EPISTLE 170 


| Nor dare ce charge them with the want of flame. 
When we boaſt 2 8 we own ourſelyes to blame, 


Ad yet in Snare lth till I and, 
That makes me leſs eſteem all human-kind; 
He made one nature, and another found, 
Both in his page with maſter- ſtrokes abound: 
His witches, fairies, and inchanted iſſe, 
| Bid us no longer at our nurſes ſmile ; | 
Of loſt hiſtorians we almoſt 9 
Nor think it the creation of his brain. 
Who lives, when his OrHELLo's in a trance? 
* ith his 0 Tarzor * too, he conquer 'd France. 


* e rr ö — 
* 
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"Lone we ak hays brave Kats blood will run 
In great deſcendents, SHAXESPEARE has but one; 
And him, my Lord, permit me not to name, 
But in kind ſilence ſpare his rival's ſhame: ---- 
vet I in vain that author would ſuppreſs, 

What can't be greater, cannot be made leſs : 
Each reader will defeat my fruitleſs aim, 
And to himſelf great AGAMEMXON name. 


SHovLD SHAKESPEARE Tile unbleſs d with Tat- 
BoT's ſmile, | 
Een SHAKESPEARE” s ſelf would curſe this barren iſle : . 
But if that reigring ſtar propitious ſhine, 
And kindly mix his gentle rays with thine ; 
Elen I, by far the meaneſt of your age, 
: Shall not repent my paſſion for the ſtage, 725 


An anceſtor of the duke of endlos, who conquered 
rale, drawn W SHANDSPS ARE, 


Tus 
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Tavs did the will-almighty difallow, 
No human force could pluck the golden bough, 
Which left the tree with eaſe at Jove's command, 
And ſpar'd the labour of the weakeſt hand, | 


| Avseicious fate! that gives me leave to write 
To you, the muſes glory and delight; | 
Who know to read, nor falſe encomiums raiſe, 
And mortify an author with your praiſe. EY: 124 
Praiſe wounds a noble mind, when 'tis not due 3 
But cenſure's ſelf will pleaſe, my lord, from you. 1 
Faults are our pride and gain, when you Pen. 
To point them ont, and teach us how to mend. 
What tho' the great man ſet his coffers wide, E 
That cannot gratify the poet's pride „ 
Whoſe inſpiration, if tis truly good, 
1s beſt rewarded, when belt underſtood. 
The muſes write for glory, not for gold, 
is far beneath their nature to be ſold : 
The greateſt gain is ſcorn'd, but as it ſerves 
To ſpeak a ſenſe of what the muſe deſerves; 
'The muſe, which from her LANs DOWN fears no wrong, 
Belt judge, as well as ſubject, of her ſong. 
Should this great theme allure me farther ſill, 
And I preſume to uſe your patience ill, 
The world would plead my cauſe, and none but vou 
Will take diſguſt at what I now purſue. 
| Since what is mean my muſe can't raiſe, II chuſe 
A theme that s able to exalt my 1 2 * 


Fok who, not void of thought, e can \Gn RANVILLE name, 155 
Without a i park of his immortal flame? 
| Whether 


8 An EPISTLE ro 


Whether we ſeek the patriot, or the friend, 
Let BOLINGBROKE, let Anna recommend ; 
Whether we chuſe to love or to admire, 

You melt the , and th ambit ious ſire. | 


SvcH native graces without thoupht abound, 

And ſuch familiar glories ſpread around, 
As more incline the ſtander-by to raiſe 
His value for himſelf, than you to praiſe. 
Thus you befriend the moſt heroic way; 

| Bleſs all, on none an obligation lay: 
So turn'd' by nature's hand for all that's well, 
'Tis eaves a virtue when you moſt excel. 
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Tre? foe your preſence, graceful i is your wein, 
Vou to be happy want not to be ſeen; 

Tho priz'd in public, you can ſmile alone, 

Nor court an approbation but your own : 
In throngs, not conſcious of thoſe eyes that gaze 
In wonder fix'd, tho” reſolute to pleaſe; | 
| You, were all blind, would till deſerve applauſe, 
The world's your glory's witneſs, not its cauſe ; 

That lyes beyond the limits of the day, 

Angels behold it, and their Gop obey. 
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You take delight! in others 3 
A gift which nature rarely does diſpenſe: 
Of all that breathe tis you, perhaps, alone 
Would be well pleas'd to ſee yourſelf outdone. 
| You wiſh not thoſe, who ſhew your name mom bf 
So little worth, as might excuſe negledt ; | 


Nor 
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Nor are in pain leſt merit you ſhould know; 
Nor ſhun the well-deſerver as a foe; 


T0 be well us'd, or cs your cheek with ſhame, 


When NES TO ſpoke, none aſk'd if he prevail'd ; 
That god of ſweet perſuaſion never fail'd : _ 
And ſuch great fame had HzcTox's valour wrought, 


| (No crouds around for vlealdre or for ſtate) 


And wander penſive o'er the barren ſtrand ; 
Nor are you by receiv'd example taught, 
In toys to ſhun the diſcipline of thought: 
But unconfin'd by bounds of time and place, 
You chuſe companions from all human race ; . 
Converſe with thoſe the deluge ſwept away, 

Or thoſe whoſe midnight is BxIiTAxxIA's day. 
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In Grecian ſages you are only taught 
With more reſpect to value your own thought. 
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Thoſe precepts we behold alive in you: 


— 


THE LORD LANSDOWNE. 19 
A troubleſome acquaintance, that will claim 


You wiſh your country 8 ry ; that told, ſo well 
Your pow'rs are known, th' event I need not tell. 


Who meant he e only ſaid he oy 
Wax you, my lord, to ſylvan ſcenes retreat, 


You are not caſt upon a ſtranger land, 


Booxs not ſo much inform, as give conſent 
To thoſe ideas your own thoughts preſent ; 
Your only gain, from turning volumes o'er, 
Is finding cauſe to like yourſelf the more: 


Great TULLy grew immortal, while he drew 


our 


36 AG PEPYS DLE Ie 

| Your life is ſo adjuſted to their ſchools, | 

| Tt makes that hiſtory they meant for rules. 

| What joy, what pleaſing tranſport mult ariſe 
Within your breaſt, and lift you to the ſkies, 
| 

| 


| When in each learned page that you unfold, 
You find ſome part, of 1 your own conduct told e 


- pleas'd, and fo furpris'l ur as ſtood, ; — 
And ſuch triumphant raptures fir'd his blood, i - 
4 When far from Trojan ſhores the hero ſpy'd 5 
His ſtory ſhining forth in all its pride; 
Admir'd himſelf, and ſaw his actions ſtand 
The praiſe. and wonder of 8 land. 


1 In converſe, and reflection on mankind: 

| ' Your ſoul, which underſtands her charter well, 

Diſdains impriſon'd by thoſe ſkies to dwell; 
Ranges eternity without the leave 

Of death, nor waits the paſſage of the grave, 


| 
| 
E HE knows not balf his being, who's confin' 


Wurx pains eternal, and eternal bliſs, 
[| When theſe high cares your weary thoughts diſmiſs, 
In heav'nly numbers you your ſoul unbend, 
And for your eaſe to deathleſs fame deſcend. 

Ye kings! would ye true greatneſs underſtanld, 
Read SENECA grown rich in GRANVILLE'S hand +. 


 BrHoLD the glories of your life complete! 
Still at a flow, and permanently great; 


1 See his Lordſhip's tragedy, entitled, Heroic Love, * 


New 


3 
| 


THE Lo RD LANSDOWNE. I7 
New moments ſhed new pleaſures as they fly, 
And yet your greateſt i is, that you mult die. 


Tavs Anna ſaw, and rais'd you to the ſeat 
Of honour, and confeſs'd her ſervant great; 
Confeſs'd, not made him ſuch ; for faithful fame 
Her trumpet ſwelPd long ſince with GRANVILLE'S name. 
Tho' you in modeſty the title wear, | 
' Your name ſhall be the title of your heir; 
Farther than ermin make his glory known, 
And caſt in ſhades the favour of a throne, 
From thrones the beam of high diſtinction ſprings; - 
The ſoul's endowments from the King of kings. 
Lo one great day calls forth ten mighty peers: 
' Produce ten GRANVILGLES in five thouſand years. 
ANnNa, be thou content to fix the fate 
_ Of various kingdoms, and contronl the great; 
But O! to bid thy GzanviLLE brighter ſhine! 
To him that great prerogative reſign, _ | 
Who the ſun's height can raiſe at pleaſure high! . 
His lamp illumine, ſet his flames on fire, 


ve r ſtill one bliſs, one glory I forbear, 
A darling friend whom near your heart you wear; 
That lovely youth, my lord, whom you muſt blame, 
That I grow thus familiar with your name. 8 


He's friendly, open, in his codut nice, 
Nor ſerve theſe virtues to atone for vice: 
Vice he has none, or ſuch as none wiſh leſs, 
But friends indeed, good-nature in exceſs. | 21 
| You cannot boaſt the merit of a choice, . 1 
In making! him your own, 'twas nature's voice, | | 

Which | 


3 EPISTLE ro 


which call'd too loud by man to be withſtood, 
Pleading a tye far nearer than of blood; 
Similitude of manners, ſuch a mind, 
As makes you leſs the wonder of mankind. 
Such eaſe his common converſe recommends, 
As he neer felt a paſſion, but his friend's; 
Vet fix'd his principles, beyond the force 
Of all beneath the ſun to bend his courſe * 


Tuvs the tall cedar, beautiful and fair, 
Flatters the motions of the wanton air ; 
Salutes each paſſing breeze with head reckin' d; = 
The pliant branches dance in ev'ry wind: _ i 80 
But fix d the ſtem her upright ſtate maintains, 
And all the r of the North diſdains. 


How are you bleſs'd in lauch a EP friend ? ? 
Alas! with me the joys of friendſhip end. 
O HARRISsOx! I muſt, I will complain; : 
Tears ſooth the ſoul's diſtreſs, tho' ſhed in vain : 
Didſt thou return, and bleſs thy native ſhore _ 
With welcome peace, and is my friend no more!--- 
Thy taſk was early done, and I muſt own | 
Death kind to thee, but ah! to thee alone. 
But 'tis in me a vanity to mourn, | 
The ſorrows of the great thy tomb adorn 
. STRAFFORD and BOLINGBROKE the Joſs perceive, | 
They grieve, and make thee envy'd in thy grave. 
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WIr aking heart, and a being wind, 
I night to day in painful journey join d, 


| f ; | * His lordſhip s nephew, who took orders, | 


When 


Now languiſh'd, wanted ſtrength to ſpeak his pain, 


| Scarce rais'd a feeble groan, and ſunk again: 

Each art of life, in which he bore a part, 

Shot like an arrow thro my bleeding heart. 
To what ſerv'd all his promis'd wealth and power, 

But more to load that moſt unhappy hour? 


Yer (till prevail'd the greatneſs of his mind; 


T hat not in health, or life itſelf contin'd, 
Felt thro' his mortal pangs BxiTannia's peace, 


Ms joy, and ſmil'd in death's embrace. 


' His ſpirit now juſt ready to reſign, 


No longer now his own, no longer mine; 

He graſps my hand, his ſwimming eue balls roll, 
My hand he 8 and enters in my ſoul; 
Then with a groan---Support me, Oh! beware 
Of holding worth, however great, too dear! + 


PARDON, my lord, the privilege of brief, 


That in untimely freedom ſeeks relief: 


To better fate your love I recommend; 


O!] may you never loſe ſo dear a friend q 


May nothing interrupt your happy hours; 


Enjoy the bleſſings peace on Europe ſhow'rs: 
Nor yet diſdain: theſe bleſſings to adorn; 
. To make the muſe immortal you was born. 


+ The author here bewails that moſt i ingenious gentleman , Mr, 
William kamen, fler of OT A Oxon. 


Sing; 


| Tus Loa LANSDOWNE. 19 
When firſt inform'd of his approaching fate; 
But reach'd the partner of my ſoul too late: 


Twas paſt, his cheek was cold, that tuneful tongue, 
Which Ifis charm'd with its melodious ſong, 
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sing; and in lateſt time, when ſtory's dark, 
This period your ſurviving fame ſhall mark; 
Save from the gulph of years this glorious ages 
And thus iltuſtrate their hiſtorian's page” 

Tux crown of Spain in. doubtful balance bung 
And AxvA Britain ſway'd, when GRAN VIII ſung: 
That noted year Eu kor ſheath'd her ſword, 
When this great Max was firſt ſaluted Lo xD. 
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TO THE 


Q UE 'E MN. 
© ADAK- | ( 
Y only title to the great honour I now do myſelf, 
M is the obligation I have formerly received from 
your royal indulgence ; which I remember with the ut- 
moſt gratitude. I was indeed uneaſy, till I had bethought 
myſelf of ſome means of relieving my heart, by expreſſ- 
ing its acknowledgment. My inclination carried me to 

poetry; your virtues determined me to ſacred poetry a- 
dove all other; and in that kind there is no ſubject more 
exalted and aſſecting, than this which I have choſen. Its 
very firſt mention ſnatches away the foul to the borders 
of eternity, ſurrounds it with wonders, opens to it on 
every hand the moſt ſurpriſing ſcenes of awe and aſto- 
niſhment, and terminates its view with nothing leſs than 


= the fulneſs of glory, and the throne of God. 


Bor this may ſeem a very improper ſeaſon for any 
thing of ſo grave and ſolemn a nature to preſent itſelf be- 


' fore you, and mingle with the gaiety and ſplendor of u- 


niverſal joy and thankſgiving: yet if we conſider that 
the thoughts which you will meet in the following pages, 
' are ſuch as are ever uppermoſt in your own heart; and 
that, in all probability, thoſe great bleſſings, which your 
people now enjoy, are the reward of that religious bent 
of mind, and virtuous diſpoſition in their Prince; 1 
hope that may ſeem leſs foreign and unſeaſonable, which 

is the root of the felicity now flouriſhing among us, and 
ſhedding its ripened fruits on our lan. 
Tukx are 3 to your majeſty, who think, when 
they write to the Britiſh throne, that victories and tri- 
umphs muſt be their conſtant theme; they know: not 
there is ſomething you hold much dearer than either your 
fortune or your glory. They have not attended to your 
unbounded charities; they have not heard of your royal 
care and generoſity to thoſe who ſerve at the holy altar; 


they 


\ . 


ET 
they never ſufficiently admired your reſolution of build- 
ing magnificently to the Lord, and ſetting wide the gates 
of ſalvation: in a word, they are ſtill to be informed, 
that prudent councils and ſucceſsful arms, well- ordered 
ſtates, and humbled foes, are only the ſecond glories of 
your moſt illuſtrious reign. FF 


Ir is, Madam, a projpe@ truly great, to beheld you 


ſeated on your throne, ſurrounded with your faithful 
- counſellors, and mighty men of war, ifſuing forth com- 
mands to your own people, or giving audience to the 
great princes and powerful rulers of the earth. But why 
ſhould we confine your glory here? I am pleaſed to ſee 
| you riſe from this lower world, ſoaring above the clouds, 
paſſing the firſt and ſecond heavens, leaving 'the fixed 
| ſtars behind you; nor will J loſe you there, but keep you 
ſtill in view thro? the boundleſs ſpaces on the other fide of 
creation, in your journey toward eternal bliſs, till I be- 

hold the Heaven of heavens open, and angels receiving, 
and conveying you ſtill onward from the ſtretch of my 

imagination, which tires in her purſuit, and falls back a- 


/ 2557 TT orgs 7g Be He ret, 
War a panepyric is it on human nature to conſider, 
_ that it ſhall come to paſs in ſome future time, thro” which 
the thread of your exiſtence ſhall run, that you yourſelf 
may forget this Glorious Year, or make its remembrance | 
onluy ſerve by compariſon to recommend ſuperior honours, 
and more ſplendid renown? Let us tremble at the power 
of God, and adore the profuſion of his goodneſs on us 


bis creatures! We behold thee, O QUEEN! great in ,,# 


peace and war, great in thy alliance, great in thyſelf; 
Ve ſee thee bleſſing thy people, and compoſing the ſtrifes 
gf Europe; we ſurvey thee in this full light, this blaze 
of ſublunary greatneſs, and own thy glory is not yet 
e e ee 
Soc thoughts might appear too warm and aſſected on 
another occaſion; but they are ſo natural to him who 
preſents ſuch a theme to ſuch a Qu n That they are 
not without violence to be ſuppreſſed. When 3 
„ 5 0a 


VV 


royal leiſure you turn over the following ſheets, if you 
find any thing that encourages virtue, or diſheartens 
vice, let it intercede for pardon of my many defects 


t Ls 


Tua your reign may be as pious as it is glorious, 
and give poſterity as many inſtances of exemplary virtue 
and religion, as it will of eminent talents, and extra- 
ordinary capacities; that it may not only ſhine in hiſ- 


tory, and be great in the annals of the earth, but alſo 


be ſet down in the obſervation of angels, and with diſ- 


tinguiſhed characters be written in the book of life, to 


Live joy at the GREAT Day; is the conſtant prayer of 
him who is, as moſt particularly obliged to be, 


% 


| Your Majesry's 
Moſt Humble, 


And Moſt Obedient Subject, | 


: J YouNG, 


J 
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5 N OW let the Atheiſt tremble; thou alone 

| Canſt bid his conſcious heart the Godhead own. 
Whom ſhalt thou not reform? O thou haſt ſeen, 
How God deſcends to judge the ſouls of men. 
Thou heardſt the ſentence how the guilty mourn, 
Driv'n out from God, and never muſt return! 


VET more, behold ten thouſand thunders all, 
And ſudden vengeance wrap the flaming ball: 
When nature ſunk, when every bolt was bur a, 
5 T hou ſawlt the boundleſs ruins of the world. 


Wins ouilty Saen felt the buniag * 
And ſulphur fell on the devoted plain; 
The Patriarch thus the fiery tempeſt paſt, 
With pious horror view'd the deſart waſte; 
The reſtleſs ſmoke ſtill wav'd its curls around, 
For ever filing from the glowing ground. 


Bur tell me, oh! what bear nly pleaſure tell, 

: To think ſo greatly, and deſcribe ſo well! 

| How waſt thou pleas'd the wond'rous theme to try, 
And find the thought of man could riſe ſo high? 
Beyond this world the labour to purſue, 

And open all ETErNniTyY to view? 


Bur 


To Dr. Y o UN 


501 thou art beſt delighted to rehearſe 
Heaven's holy dictates in exalted verſe: | 
O thou haſt pow'r the harden'd heart to warm, 
To grieve, to raiſe, to terrify, to charm; 
To fix the ſoul on God; to teach the mind 
'To know the dignity of human-kind ; 
I ſtricter rules well-govern'd life to ſcan, 
And practiſe o' er the angel in the man, 


Magd. Col. 


Oxon. 1 Ba x WHARTON, 
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ERE, ſacred truths, | in 6 ht aumbery told, 
The proſped of a future ſtate unfold: 


— . ̃ — . ˙ w. —— — — 


=_ The gr Va of night to mortal view diſplay, 
| And the glad regions of eternal day. 
| This daring author ſcorns, by vulgar ways 
| Of guilty wit, to merit worthleſs praiſe, | 15 
if Full of her glorious theme, his tow” ring muſe, „ bl 
N With gen'rous zeal a nobler flame purſues: 55 
14 Religion's cauſe her raviſh'd heart inſpires, : 


And with a thouſand bright ideas fires; 
Tranſports her quick, impatient, piercing eye, : 
Oi'er the ſtrait limits of mortality, 

To boundleſs orbs, and bids her fearleſs ſoar 
Where only Mir rox gain'd renown before; 3 
Where various ſcenes alternately excite 
| Amazement, Pity, terror, and delight. 
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Tuos did the muſes fog in early times; -- 5 
re ſkill'd to flatter vice, and varniſh crimes: | — 


Their lyres were tun'd to virtuous ſongs alone, 
and the chaſte poet, and the prieſt, were one. 
But now, forgetful of their infant ſtate, _ 
They ſoothe the wanton pleaſures of the great: : 
And from the preſs, and the licentions ſtage, 
With luſcious poiſon taint the thoughtleſs age; 
Deceitful charms attract our wond'ring eyes, 
And ſpecious ruin unſuſpected e,, 4 
So the rich ſoil of India's blooming ſhores, WH 
Adorn'd with laviſh nature's choicelt ſtores, NY 


_ Where 
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| W fatal e under gay delight. 


With heav'nly raptures elevate the mind: 
Not fram'd to raiſe a giddy ſhort-liv'd joy, 
Whoſe falſe allurements, while they pleaſe, ceſtroy 


The more 'tis known, the more admir'd, like you; 


Endearing ſweetnefs, unaffected wit, 
And all the glories of your ſparkling race, 
While inward virtues heighten ev'ry grace. 

By theſe ſecur'd, you will with pleaſure read 


Of time's grand period, heav'n and earth o 'erthrown, z. 


Shall beauty to your ravag'd form reſtore: 
Then ſhall you ſhine with an immortal ray, 
Improv'd by death, and brighten'd by decay. 


| Pemb. Col. 


On Dr. YounG's LAST DAY. 
Where ſerpents lurk, by flow'rs conceal'd from hght, 


Tus SP purer thoughts, from groſs lee refin d, 


But bliſs reſembling that of ſaints above, 9 
Sprung from the viſion of th' Almighty's love: 
Firm, ſolid bliſs, forever great and new, . 


Like you, fair nymph, in whom united meet 


4 Of future judgment, and the riſing dead; 


6 And gaſping nature's laſt tremenduous groan.” 
Theſe, when the ſtars and ſun ſhall be no more, 


Gn”. T. TRISTRAM. 
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To Dr. 7 2 U N GT; 
on his Lo Dn, and Univerſal al. on. 


Ny muſt it be as hou has ſung, 
_ Celeſtial bard, ſeraphic Young ? 


; wal there no trace, no point be found 
Of all this ſpacious glorious round? 
Yon lamps of night, muſt they decay? 4 


On nature's ſelf deſtruction prey ? 


Then fame, the moſt immortal thing 


SEM thou can'ſt hope, is on the wing. 
Shall NewTox's ſyſtem be admir'd, 


When time and motion are expir'd? E 


ball ſouls be curious to explore 


Who rul'd an orb that is no more? 
Or ſhall they quote the pictur'd age, 


From PopxE's and thy corrective page, 


When vice and virtue loſe their name 


In deathleſs j joy, or endleſs ſhame ? 


= 


While wears away the grand machine, 
The works of genius ſhall be ſeen ? 


Beyond, what laurels can there be, 


For Howes, Horace, Por, or THEE ? * 
Throꝰ life we chaſe, with fond purſuit, 
What mocks our hope, like Sodom's fruit: 


And ſure, thy plan was well deſign'd, 
. To cure this madneſs of the mind ; 


Firſt, beyond time, our thoughts to raiſe; 
Then laſh our love of tranſient praiſe. 


In both, we own thy doctrine juſt ; 
And fame sa breath, and men are duſt. 


— 


wa. J. BANCKS, 
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With Britain's Hero f ſet their ſouls on fire, 

And grow immortal as his deeds inſpire; 

I draw a deeper ſcene: a ſcene that yields 

A louder trumpet, and more dreadful fields; 

7 The world alarm'd, both earth and heav'n o 'erthrown, . 
And gaſping nature's laſt tremenduous groan ; 
Death's ancient ſceptre broke, the teeming tomb, 

5 The righteous judge, and 1 man 'seternal doom. 
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BOOK I 


Ib pater, media nimbirum in nocte, 4 
Fulinina m:litur dextri; qu2 maxima motu 
Terra tremit, fugere feræ, & mertalia corda 5 
1 IR Go f 


Empire and arms, and all th pomp of ſtate; 


PTwixT joy and pain I view the bold acign, 


5 And aſk my anxious heart, if it be mine, 
Whatever great or dreadful has been done, 


Within the ſight of conſcious ſtars or ſun, 
Is far beneath my daring: I look down 


On all the ſplendors of the Britiſh crown, 


4 The 4 of Marlborough, 


VV 


32 THE LAST DAY Book I. 
This globe is for my verſe a narrow bound; 

Attend me all ye glorious worlds around ! 

Oh! all ye angels, howſoe'er disjoin'd, 
Of ev'ry various order, place, and kind, 

Hear and aſſiſt a feeble mortal's lays, 

lis your Eternal King I ſtrive to praiſe, 


Bor chiefly Thou, Great Ruler! Lord of all! 
Before whoſe throne archangels proſtrate fall; 
If at thy nod, from diſcord and from night 
Fprang beauty, and yon ſparkling worlds of light, 
Exalt ev'n me; all inward tumults quell; 
The clouds and darkneſs of my mind diſpel; 
To my great ſubject thou my breaſt inſpire, _ 
And raiſe my labouring ſoul with equal fire. 


Max, bear thy brow aloft, view ev'ry grace 

In God's great offspring, beauteous nature's face : 
See fpring's gay bloom ; ſee golden autumn's ſtore z 
See how earth ſmiles, and hear old ocean roar. 
Leviathans but heave their cumb'rous mail, 
It makes a tide, and wind-bound navies fail. 
Here, foreſts riſe, the mountains awful er 
Here, rivers meaſure climes, and worlds divide: 


Hold kings, and kingdoms fortunes in their beds: 
There, to the ſkies, aſpiring hills aſcend, 
| And into diſtant lands their ſnades extend. 

View cities, armies, fleets; of fleets the pride, 
See Europe's law, in Albion's channel ride. 
View the whole earth's vaſt landſkip unconſin d, 
Or view in Britain all her glories join . 5 


| There, vallies fraught with gold's reſplendent ſeeds, | 


4 


7 WEIS SAS. . : 7% 2 EY 

4 : Re EIS >. 1 45 8 5 N 
. A Is ©. e — P N r EI 
_ n * . AT 4 8 * 8 << * F N 85 4 KORS 7 8 . OS 3 2 e ES NES, . N Ao S 8 
2 E * ccc R . . 2 2 N L 88 F r 3 7 . n BW e 5 7 8 C 
r 7 NS RT, a * XX e . ES IJ nd i767 e . 5 ” 5 0 N = Py x 7 S Fs 3 2 3 j K . 6 Io py, * o 5 * 2 IT * 
N ; $509 g TEES CATE, N 8 9 * F SE AR onde 
5 5 o ＋ 2 L « o * « 27 S « 5 1 nn 8 4 e 


e 


# 232 e BIS 
VVV 53 5 
1 eee e 
2 


6.2 v1 — er 
r N 5 EY. 8 „„ ag OO En J ˙ rg 4 TS CDT 
r 8 9 8 e r . WS 
Ns a 7 dn are My a Cn ars © EET REO AREACRLRED dads po en 
„ ⁵ð V ten LN Er On i FF ED 
Sao EPL Fox Fe CES Ii n KEYS % e 


e F e 7 
3 = r / = An, 8 
eee e e BY SR ES RNS p 

of 


e 


| (A dreadful ſecret in the book of fate!) 


Boon 1. T HE LAST- DAY: - 
Tux let the firmament thy wonder raiſe; 


Iwill raiſe thy wonder, but tranſcend thy praiſe. 


How far from eaſt to weſt? the labouring eye 


Can ſcarce the diſtant azure bounds deſery : 
Wide theatre! where tempeſts play at large, _ 
And God's right-hand can all its wrath diſcharge... 


Mark bow thoſe radiant lamps inflame the pole, 
Call forth the ſeaſons, and the year controul: 
They ſhine thro” time, with an unalter'd ray: 


See this grand period rife, and that decay: 

So vaſt, this world's a grain; yet myriads grace 
With golden pomp the throng'd ethereal ſpace z 
So bright, with ſuch a wealth of glory ſtor'd, 

»Twere fin in heathens not to have ador'd. 


How great, how firm, how ſacred all appears! 


How worthy an immortal round of years! 
pet all muſt drop, as autumn's ſicklieſt grain, 
And earth and firmament be ſought in vain : 


The tract forgot where conſtellations ſhone, 


Or where the STUarTs fill'd an awful throne: 
Time ſhall be ſlain, all nature be deſtroy'd, 
Nor leave an atom in the mighty void. 


SOONER, = in ſome "PID wh 


This hour, for aught all human wiſdom knows, 


Or when ten thouſand harveſts more have roſe; 
Whey ſcenes are chang'd on this revolving earthy, 


Old empires fall, and give new empires birth: 


: While other Bourbons rule in other lands, 
| And (if man's fin forbids 7205 other ANNE: 
Bs. While 
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34 T H 1 81 4 Y. Boox I. 
While the ſtill buſy world is treading o'er 
The paths they trod five thouſand years before, 


Thoughtleſs as thoſe who now life's mazes run, 
Of earth diſſolv'd, or an extinguiſh'd ſun. 


(Ye ſublunary worlds, awake, awake! 
Ye rulers of the nations, hear and ſhake!) 


Thick clouds of darkneſs ſhall ariſe one day, 


In ſudden night all earth's dominions lay; 
Impetuous winds the ſcatter'd foreſts rend, 


Eternal mountains like their cedars bend; 


The valleys yawn, the troubled ocean ar 


And break the bondage of his wonted ſhore; 
A ſanguine ſtain the ſilver moon o'erſpread, 5 


Darkneſs the circle of the ſun invade ; 
From inmoſt heav'n inceſſant ts roll, 


| And the ſtrong echo bound from pole to ok, 


\ Wars 10 mighty trump, one half conceal'd 


In clouds, one half to mortal eye reveal'd, 


Shall pour a dreadful note: the piercing call 
Shall rattle in the centre of the ball; 


Th' extended circuit of creation ſhake: 


The living dic with fear, the — auake. 


0 « 


on pow ful blaſt! to which no qual found 


Did cer the frighted ear of nature wound, 
Tho' rival clarions have been ſtrain'd on high, 
And kindled wars immortal thro” the ſky, 


Tho! God's whole enginry diſcharg'd, and all 


The rebel angels bellow'd in their fall. 


.  Havs 


Poor l. T H E LAST DAY. - 3s 


Have angels ſinn'd? and ſhall not man beware? 


How ſhall a ſon of earth decline the ſnare? | 
Not folded arms, and flackneſs of the mind, 


Can promiſe for the ſafety of mankind. 

None are ſupinely good : thro? care and pain, 
And various arts, the ſteep aſcent we gain. 
This is the ſcene of combat, not of reſt, 


Man's is laborious happineſs at beſt; 


On this ſide death his dangers never ceaſe, 


His joys are joys of conqueſt, not of peace. 


Ir then, obſequious to the will of fate, 
And bending to the terms of human ſtate, 


When guilty joys invite us to their arms, 
When beauty ſmiles, or grandeur ſpreads her charms, 
The conſcious ſoul would this great ſcene diſplay, 


Call down th'immortal hoſts in dread array, 


The trumpet ſound, the Chriſtian banner ſpread, 


And raiſe from ſilent graves the trembiing dead; 
Such orep impreſhon would the picture make, 


No pow r on earth her firm reſolve could ſhake 3 
Engag'd with angels, ſhe would greatly ſtand, 
And look regardleſs down on ſea and land : 


Not proferr'd worlds her ardour could reſtrain, - 
And death mip ht ſhake his threat'ning launce in vain ; 


Her certain conqueſt would endear the fight, 


And danger ſerve but to ſupply delight. 


INSTRUCTED thus, to ſhun the fatal ſpring, 


Whence flow the terrors of that Day I ſing; 


More boldly we our labours may purſue, 
And all che dreadful image ſet to view. 


ThE 
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36 THE LAST DAT. Deen l 

Taz ſparkling eye, the ſleek and painted breaſt, 

The burniſh'd ſcale, curl'd train, and riſing creſt, 
All that is lovely in the noxions ſnake, 

Provokes our fear, and bids us fly the brake : 

The ſting once drawn, his guiltleſs beauties riſe 

In pleaſing luſtre, and detain our eyes; 

We view with joy, what once did horror move, 

And ſtrong averſion ſoftens into love. 


Say then, my muſe, whom diſmal ſcenes delight, 
\ Frequent at tombs, and in the realms of night; _ 
Say, melancholy maid, if bold to dare 


The laſt extremes of terror and deſpair, 


Oh fay, what change on earth, what heart in man, 


; : T his blackeſt moment lince the world began ! X 


An mournful rm! the bliſsful earth, who late 
At leiſure on her axle roll'd in ſtate; 
While thouſand golden planets knew no reſt, 

still onward in their circling journey preſt; 

A grateful change of ſeaſons ſome to bring, 

And ſweet viciſſitude of fall and ſpring : 

Some thro? vaſt oceans to conduct the keel, 

And ſome thoſe wat'ry worlds to fink, or ſwell ; 
Around her ſome their ſplendors to diſplay, 


: And gild her globe with tributary day : 


This world fo great, of joy the bright abode, 
Heav'n's darling child, and fav'rite of her God, 


Now looks an exile from her father's care, 


Deliver'd o'er to darkneſs and deſpair. 

No ſun in radiant glory ſhines on high; 

No light, but from the terrors of the ſky: 
„ e | = r 


Book 1. THE LAST DAY.  »v- 
Fall'n are her mountains, her fam'd rivers loſt, 
And all into a ſecond Chaos toſt; 

One univerſal ruin ſpreads abroad; 

. Nothing is ſafe beneath the throne of God. 


sven i earth , thy fate: what then canſt thou afford 
To comfort, and ſupport thy guilty lord? 

Man, haughty lord of all beneath the moon, 

How muſt he bend his ſouPs ambition down? 
Proftrate the reptile own, and diſavow 

His boaſted ſtature, and aſſuming brow ? 

Claim kindred with the clay, and curſe his form, 

That ſpeaks diſtinction from his ſiſter worm? 

What dreadful pangs the trembling heart invade ? 2 
Lord, why doſt thou forſake, whom thou haſt made 8 
Who can ſuſtain thy anger? who can ſtand 

Beneath the terrors of thy liſted hand? 
It flies the reach of thought; Oh ſave me, pow'r 
Of pow'rs ſupreme, in that tremend'ous hour! 
Thou, who beneath the frown of fate haſt ſtood, 
And in thy dreadful agony ſweat blood ; | 
Thou, who for me thro' every throbbing vein 
Haſt felt the keeneſt edge of mortal pain; FLY 
| Whom death led captive thro' the realms below, 
And taught thoſe horrid myſteries of woe; 
| Deſend me, O my God! Oh ſave me. Pow'r 
of you s ſupreme, 1 in that tremend'ous hour! 


From eaſt to weſt they fly, from pole to line, 

Imploring ſhelter from the wrath divine; 
| Beg flames to wrap, or whelming ſeas to "PR 
Or rocks to yawn compaſſionately deep: 5 
1 Seas 
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Stands in the channel, and locks up the ſea; : 
. The port he ſeeks, obedient to her lord, 
N Hurls back the rebel to his lifted word. 


5 THE LAST DAY. Book 1. 
Seas caſt the monſter forth to meet his doom, 
And rocks but priſon up for wrath to come. 


So fares a traitor to an earthly crown: 


While death fits threat'ning in his prince's frown, = 
His heart's diſmay'd; and now his fears command 5 
To change his native for a diſtant land: 5 
Swift orders fly, the king's ſevere decree | 4 
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BuT why this idle toil to paint That Day 2 


This time elaborately thrown away? . 
Words all in vain pant after the diſtreſs 3 3 
The height of eloquence would make it let: : , 3 


Heay'ns ! ey'n the good man trembles---- 


AND is there a Laſt Day? and muſt there come 


A ſure, a fix'd, inexorable doom? 
Ambition ſwell, and, thy proud ſails to ſhow, 


Take all the winds that vanity can blow: 


Wealth, on a golden mountain blazing ſtand, 
And reach an India forth in either hand; 
Spread all thy purple cluſters, tempting Vine: 


And Thou, more dreaded foe, bright Beauty ſhine; 
Shine All ; in all your charms together riſe ; N 


. That all in all your charms, I may deſpiſe, 


While I mount upward on a ſtrong deſire, 


| Borne, like Elijah, in a car of fire. 
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From our decays a pleaſure to receive! 
And kindle into tranſport at a grave! 


Boaſt the proud laurels on his loaded brow- ? 
Religion! Oh thou cherub, heav'nly bright! 
0h joys unmix'd, and fathomleſs delight! 


8 SN 1s 4 . FR Ae 832 


In hopes of glory to be quite involv'd! 
To ſmile at death! to long to be diſſolv'd! 


What equals This? and ſhall the victor now 


Thou, thou art All; nor find I in the whole 
Creation außht, but God and my own ſoul. 


"You: ever then, my foul, thy God 1 N 


Nor let the brute creation penile him more. 


Shall things inanimate my conduct blame, 

And fluſh my conſcious cheek with ſpreading ſhame? ; 
They all for him purſue, or quit their end; 

The mounting flames their burning pow'r fulpend;- 


In ſolid heaps th' unfrozen billows ſtand, 


To reſt and ſiſence aw'd by his command: 


Nay, the dire monſters that infeſt the flood, 
By nature dreadful, and a-thirſt for blood, 


His will can calm, their ſavage tempers bind, 


And turn to mild protectors of mankind, 


Did not the prophet this great truth maintain 


1n the deep chambers of the gloomy main ; 
When darkneſs round him all her horrors ſpread, 


And the ſea beliow's o'er his linking bend 7 ? 


Warn now the 8 roars, the lightning flex, 


And all the warring winds tumultuous riſe ; 
When now the ſoaming ſurges toſt on high, 
Diſcloſe the ſands beneath, and touch the ſły; 


When 


40 THE LAST DAY. Boon 1. 

When death draws near, the mariners aghaſt 
Look back with terror on their actions paſt; 

Their courage ſickens into deep diſmay, 

Their hearts thro' fear and anguiſh. melt away; 

Nor tears, nor pray'rs, the tempeſt can appeaſe; 5 
Now they devote their treaſure to the ſeas ; 1 
Unload their ſhatter d barque, tho' richly fraught, 
And think the hopes of life are cheaply bought 
With gems and gold; but oh, the ſtorm ſo high! 
Nor . nor gold the bopes of life can * | 
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Tur trembling prophet then, themſelves to ſave, 
They headlong plunge into the briny wave; 
Down he deſcends, and booming o'er his head 
| The billows cloſe; he's number'd with the dead. 
(Hear, O ye juſt! attend ye virtuous 1 « 
And the bright paths of piety purſue.) 
Lo! the great ruler of the world from high 
| Looks ſmiling down with a propitious eye, 
Covers his ſervant with his gracious hand, 
And bids tempeſtuous nature filent ſtand ; 
Commands the peaceful waters to give place, 
Or kindly fold him in a ſoft embrace : 
He bridles in the monſters of the deep, FE 
The bridled monſters awful diſtance OR ED 
Forget their hunger, while they view their prey; : 
And guiltleſs gaze, and round the ſtranger play. 
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Bu r ſtill ariſe new Wonders; nature's lord 

| Sends forth into the deep his pow'rful word, 
And calls the great Leviathan: the great | = 

_ Leviathan attends in all his ſtate ; 8 
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Boox I. THE LAST, DAY. 41 
I Exults for j joy, and with a mighty bound 
Makes the ſea ſhake, and heav'n and earth reſound ; 

” Blackens the waters with the riſing ſand, 
1 drives vaſt billows to _ diſtant land. 


15 As yawns an earthquake, when impriſon” a: air 


| Struggles for vent, and lays the centre bare, 

S The whale expands his jaws enormous ſize: 

. The prophet views the cavern with ſurprize; 

Zi Meaſures his monſtrous teeth afar deſcry'd, | 

F And rolls his wondring eyes from ſide to ſide: 

I) ben takes poſſeſſion of the ſpacious ſeat, _ 

And fails ſecure vithin the dark retreat, 

Y Nowgs he vlews'd the northern bla to hear, 

And hangs on liquid mountains void of fear; 

5 Or falls immerſt into the depths below, 

W Where the dead ſilent waters never flow; | 
UE To the foundations of the hills convey'd, 


8 Dwells in the ſhelving mountains dreadful ſhade: 
Where plummet never reach'd, he draws his breath, 
And glides ſerenely thro? the paths of death. 
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5 Two wondrous al and nights thro? coral groves, 
'* Thro' labyrinths of rocks, and ſands he roves : 
When the third morning with its level rays 
The mountains gilds, and on the billows plays, 
Tt ſees the king of waters riſe, and pour 
His ſacred gueſt uninjur'd on the ſhore : 
Aa type of that great bleſſing, which the mule 
Ihn her next labour ardently purſues, 
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Of all that ever breath'd the vital air; 
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BOOK II. 
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5 8 that the depar ted will riſe again from 
the duſt : after which, like the gods, they will be 


immortal, 


T OW man awakes,. and from his ſilent bed, 
Where he has ſlept for ages, liſts his head; 
Shakes off the ſlumber of ten thouſand years, 
And on the borders of new worlds appears. 
| Whate'er the bold, the raſh adventure coſt, 
In wide Eternity I dare be loſt, 
The muſe is wont in narrow bounds to ing, | 
To teach the ſwain, or celebrate the king: 
I graſp the whole, no more to parts confin'd, 
I lift my voice, and ſing to Human-kind : 
I ling to men and angels; angels join, 


While ſuch the theme, their ſacred ſongs with | mine. 


Ac Aix the trumpet's intermitted ſound 
Rolls the wide circuit of creation round, 
An univerſal concourſe to prepare 


In 
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Bonn M. THE LAST-DAY. 49 


In ſome wide field, which active whirlwinds ſweep, 
Drive cities, foreſts, mountains to the deep, 


To ſmooth and lengthen out th' unbounded ſpace, 
And ſpread an area for all human race, 


Now monuments prove faithful to their truſt, 


And render back their long committed duſt. 


Now charnels rattle ; ſcatter'd limbs, and all 
The various bones, obſequious to the call, 
Self-mov'd advance; the neck perhaps to meet 
The diſtant head, the diſtant legs the feet, 
Dreadful to view, fee through the duſky ſky 


F ragments of bodies in confuſion fly, 


To diſtant regions journeying, there to claim 


| Deſerted members, and complete the frame. 


Wuex the world bow'd to Rome's almighty ſword, 


Rome bow'd to Pome, and confeſs'd her lord. 


Yet one day loſt, this deity below 
Became the ſcorn and pity of his foe. 
His blood a traitor's facrifice was made, 


And ſmoak'd indignant on a ruffian's blade. ; 
No trumpet's ſound, no gaſping army's yell, 


Bid with due horror his great ſoul farewel- 


Obſcure his fall! all welt'ring in his gore, 
His trunk was caſt to periſh on the ſhore! 


While jurius frown'd the bloody monſter dead, 


Who brought the world in his great rival's head. 


This ſever'd head and trunk ſhall join once more, 


Tho' realms now rife between, and oceans roar. 


The trumpet's ſound each vagrant mote ſhall dear 
Or fix d in earth, or if a- float in air, 


| Obey | 


44 THE LAST DAY, Book 11, 
Obey the ſignal waſted in the wind, 
And not one ſleeping atom lag behind. 


So ſwarming bees, that on a ſummer's day : F 
* x = = 5 
In airy rings, and wild meanders play, 


Charm'd with the brazen ſound, their wand' rings end, 1 
And gently circling 0 on a bough deſcend. 


Tun body thus renew'd, the conſcious foul,” 
Which has perhaps been flutt' ring near the pole, 
Or *midſt the burning planets wond'ring ſtray'd, 

Or hover'd o'er where her pale corpſe was laid; 
Or rather coaſted on her final ſtate,  _ 
And fear'd, or wiſh'd for her appointed fate: 
This ſoul returning with a conſtant flame, 
Now weds forever her immortal frame. 
Life, which ran down before, ſo high is wound, 
The . maintain an n everlaſting round. 


1 


. "Tues att model of the work defign'd | 
Firſt takes a copy of the builder's mind, FE 
Before the ſtructure firm with laſting oak, H 
And marble bowels of the ſolid rock, „ 
Turns the ſtrong arch, and bids the columns riſe, 
And bear the lofty palace to the ſkies; 

The wrongs of time enabled to N 

With bars of adamant, and ribs of braſs, 
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Tram ancient, ſacred, and illuſtrious + dome, 
| Where ſoon or late fair Albion's heroes come, 
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From camps, and courts, tho great, and wiſe, and Juſt, 
To feed the worm, and moulder into duſt ; 

That ſolemn manſion of the royal dead, UE 
Where paſſing ſlaves o'er ſleeping monarchs tread, 
Now populous o'erflows: A numerous race 

Of riſing kings fills all th' extended ſpace : 

A life well ſpent, not the victorious ſword, 

Avards the crown, and ſtiles the greater lord, 


Non 1 0 alone, and burial-earth, 
Labours with man to this his ſecond birth ; 
But where gay palaces in pomp ariſe, 
And gilded theatres invade the ſkies, 
Nations ſhall wake, whoſe unreſpected bones 
Support the pride of their luxurious ſons. 
The moſt magnificent and coſtly dome, 
Is but an uppef chamber to a tomb. _ 
No ſpot, on earth, but has ſupply'd a grave, 
And human ſkulls the ſpacious ocean pave. 
All's full of man, and at this dreadful turn, 
The ſwarm ſhall iſſue, and the hive ſhall burn. 


Nor all at once, nor in like manner riſe: 
Some lift with pain their ſlow unwilling eyes; 
Shrink backward from the terror of the light, 
And bleſs the grave, and call for laſting night. 
Others, whoſe long - attempted virtue ſtood 


Fix'd as a rock, and broke the ruſhing flood, 


Whoſe firm reſolve, nor beauty could melt down, 
Nor raging tyrants from their poſture frown; 

Such in this day of horrors ſhall be ſeen, 

To face the thunders with a godlike mien; 


2 - 


1 


— — —— ——— 


a6: THE LAST DAT. 300 II. 
The planets drop, their thoughts are fix d above; 
The centre ſhakes, their hearts diſdain to move: 

An earth diſſolving, and a heav'n thrown wide, 

A yawning gulph, and fiends on every ſide, 

' Serene they view, impatient of delay, 

And bleſs the dawn of everlaſting day. 


On wond'rous change! what unknown obj ects riſe, 
Shake my belief, and fill me with ſurprize? 


Here, Greatneſs proſtrate falls; there, Strength . | 


place; 

Here, Lazars ſmile; there, Beauty hides her face. 
Chriſtians, and Jews, and Turks, and Pagans ſtand, 
A blended throng, one undiſtinguiſh'd band. 

Some who perhaps by mutual wounds expir'd, 

With zeal for their diſtin& perſuaſions fir'd, 

In mutual friendſhip their long ſlumber break, 

And hand in hand their Saviour's OT Jn 


Bur none are guſt with liber joy, or warm 

With juſter confidenee enjoy the ſtorm, 

Than thoſe, whoſe pious bounties unconfin'd 

Have made them public fathers of mankind. 

In that illuſtrious rank, what ſhining light 
With ſuch diſtinguiſh'd glory fills my fight? 

Bend down, my grateful muſe, that homage ſhew, 
Which to ſuch worthies thou art proud to owe. | 
WIck HAM! Fox! CHICHLEY ! hail illuſtrious *names, 
Who to far diſtant times diſpenſe your beams; 
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Beneath your ſhades, and near your chryſtal ſprings, | 
I firſt preſum'd to touch the trembling ſtrings. @_ 
All hail, thrice-honour'd ! *twas your great renown. 

To bleſs a people, and oblige a crown. 

When other records length of years ſhall blaſt, 

In your adopted ſons your fame ſhall laſt, 

And make thoſe kings to lateſt ages known, 
Thoſe happy monarchs, under whom you ſhone; 
A moment ſhone, illuſtriouſly bright,  _ 3 
Then left the mourning world, and ſet in night ; 
But now you riſe eternally to . 

Eternally to drink the rays divine. 


Fr 8 


IxDur ENT God! oh how ſhall mortal raiſe 
His ſoul to due returns of grateful praiſe, 
For bounty ſo profuſe to human-kind, 


by wond'rous gift of an eternal mind? 
Shall I, who ſome few years ago was leſs 

8 Than worm, or mite, or ſhadow can expreſs, 
Was nothing; ſhall I live, when ev'ry fire e 
Of ev'ry ſtar ſhall languiſh or expire? 
When earth's no more, ſhall I ſurvive above, 
And through the radiant files of angels move? 
Or, as before the throne of God I ſtand, 
See new worlds rolling from his "apt ie hand, 
Where our adventures ſhall perhaps be taught, 
As we now tell how MIcHAEL ſung or fought 2 
All that has being in full concert join, 

And celebrate the depths of Love Divine! 
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cM Bur oh! before this bliſsful ſtate, befare 
Th' Veen ſoul this wond'rous height can four 5 


| Deſcending here, no fabled god be ſeen; | 2 
Behold the God of gods indeed end, 
And worlds unnumber'd his approach attend. 


At heav'n's all- pow'rful edi& is prepar d, 
And fenc'd around with an immortal guard. 
Tribes, provinces, dominions, worlds o'erflow 


 N1MmRoD and BoURBON mingle in the throng: : 


Baut as it mends the life, and guides the heart? 


To fix a hero's birth-day or deſcent? 
What joy muſt it now yield, what rapture æaiſe, 


_ ER SN — — 


4 THE LAS T DAT. Boon I. 
The judge deſcending, thunders from afar, 


And all mankind is ſummon'd to the bar, - 


Tris mighty ſcene I next preſume to draw 3 3 
Attend, great Anna, with religious awe, 
Expect not here the known ſucceſsful arts 
To win attention, and command our hearts: 
Fiction be far away, let no machine 


Lo ! the wide theatre, whoſe ample ſpace Ls 
Muſt entertain the whole of human race,  _ i - 


The mighty plain, and deluge all below : 
And every age, and nation pours along; 
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Ap au ſalutes his youngeſt ſon; no ſign _ 3 
of all thoſe ages, which their births dig oin. p 


How empty learning, and how vain is art, 
What volumes have been ſwell'd, what time been ſpent, 


To ſee the glorious race of ancient days? "a 
To greet thoſe worthies, who perhaps have ſtood | 


| Illuſtrious on record before the flood: ? 


Alas! 
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Book If. 1 H K LAST U. a9 
Alas! a nearer care your ſoul demands, 
Cx SAR un · noted in your preſence ſtands, | 


How vaſt the concourſe, not in number more 
The waves that break on the reſounding ſhore, 
The leaves that tremble in the ſhady grove, 
The lamps that gild the ſpangled vaults above. 
Thoſe overwhelming armies, whoſe command 
Said to one empire, Fall; another, Stand : 


Whoſe rear lay wrapt in night, while breaking dawn 


Rouz'd the broad front, and call'd the battle on: 


Great XERXES* world in arms, proud Cannæ's field, 
Where Carthage taught victorious Rome to yield; 


(Another blow had broke the fates decree, 


And earth had wanted her fourth monarchy.) 
Immortal Blenheim, fam'd Ramillia's hoſt, 


They all are here, and here they all are loſt: 


Their millions ſwell to be diſcern'd in vain, 


Loſt as a billow in 5 unbounded main, 


Tuts 1 voice now rends the yielding ai air, 


© For Judgment, Judgment, ſons of men prepare ! 


Earth ſhakes a-new, I hear her groans profound, 


Ange: thro” all her xembling nene. 


Wnox' sn thaw art, thou greateſt power of earth, | 
Bleſt with moſt equal planets at thy birth ; 


Whoſe valour drew the molt ſucceſsful ſword, 


Moſt realms united in one common lord; 


| Who on the day of triumph ſaidſt, Be thine - 
The ſkies, JEHovan, all the world is mine: 
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| How art thou loſt? what numbers canſt thou chuſe ? 


And now the crimſon curtains open fly; 


_ Creates, ſupports, confounds ! where time and place, 


'The bubble Wn; and tis eternal death. 


Suſtains not ſuch a ruſhing ſea of light!) 

I ſee on an empyreal flying throne, 

Awfully rais'd, heav'n's everlaſting Son; 
Crown'd with that majeſty which form'd the world, 
And the grand rebel flaming downward hurl'd. 
Virtue, dominion, praiſe, omnipotence, 


Around him, like the zodiac, winds its light, 2 


And in his cheek the purple morning glows, 


Dare not to lift thine eye.--- Alas! my muſe, 


A SUDDEN bluſh inflames the waving ſky, 


Lo! far within, and far above all height, 55 

Where heav'n's great ſoy' reign reigns in worlds of 
light, 

Whence nature he informs, ind with one ray 

Shot from his eye, does all her works ſurvey, 


Matter and form, and fortune, life and grace, 
Wait humbly at the footſtool of their God, 

And move obedient at his awful nod 

Whence he beholds us, vagrant emmets, cravl 
At random on this air-ſuſpended ball, 

(Speck of creation) if he pour one breath, 


'THENCE iſſuing I behold (but . light 


Support the train of their triumphant prince. 
A zone, beyond the thought ef angels bright, 


Night ſhades the ſolemn arches of his brows, 


0 5 us g | Where'er 
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 Where'er ſerene he turns propitious eyes, 
Or we expect, or find a Paradiſe: | 


But if reſentment reddens their mild beams, 


The Eden kindles, and the world 's in flames, 


On one hand knowledge ſhines in pureſt light, 


On one the ſword of juſtice fiercely bright. 


Now bend the knee in ſport, preſent the reed, 
Now tell the 1 impoſtor he ſhall bleed! 


Bur oh! ye ſows of men, exalt your voice, 
And bid the ſoul thro' all her pow'rs rejoice: 


Mercy, his darling, in his boſom found, 
Scatters ambroſial odours all around; _ 


Unbends his brow, and mitigates his frown, 


And ſooths his rage, and melts his thunder down. 
My thoughts are changed; now man exalt thine eye, 
In thy dread judge thy dear redeemer ſpy: 


Een Juvas ſtruggles his deſpair to quell ; 


| Hope almoſt bloſſoms in the ſhades of hell. 


Tuvs clocions thro! the courts of heav'n, the fouree 
Of life and death eternal bends his courſe; _ 
Loud thunders round him roll, and lightnings play, 


Th' angelic hoſt is rang'd in bright array: 


Some touch the ſtring, ſome ſtrike the ſounding hell, 
And mingling voices with rich concert ſwell; 


Voices ſeraphic, bleſt with ſuch a ſtrain, ; 


Could Satan hear, he were a god again : 


All heav'n ſhines forth, in all her pomp compete, 


For God, himſelf, magnificently great. 
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— Taiunrnaur king of glory! ſoul of bliſs ! 
What a ſtupend'ous turn of fate is this? _ 


Oh! whither art thou rais'd above the ſcorn 


And indigence of him in Bethlem born, 


A needy, helpleſs, unaccounted gueſt, 


And but a ſecond to the fodder'd bealt ? J 

How chang'd from him who meekly proſtrate has; 

Vouchſaf d to waſh the feet himſelf had made? 
From him who was betray'd, forſook, deny'd, ; 

ded languifh'd, pray q, led, . groan 'd, and 1 85 


 dy'd; 


Hung pierc'd and N inſulted by the los; 


ll heav's n in tears above, earth unconcern d below. 


- 155 was *t 8 di the fun retire? 0 


\Why « did not nature at thy groan expire? 
I fee, I hear, I feel the pangs divine, 
- The world i is vaniſh” d----I am wholly thine. — 


85 Marais Carlnant * ! which blaſphem'd, 
Thou or thy pris ner? which ſhall be condemn'd ? 


Avell might'ſt thou rend thy garments, well exclaim z > 
: Deep are the horrors of eternal flame ! | | 


But God is good ! *Tis wondrous all! ev'n he 


Thon n. to en. ſhame, In, a d for thee.” | 


Now the deſcending triumph ſtops its Sight 
From earth full twice a planetary height. 
There all the clouds, condens'd, two columns raiſe, 
Diſtin& with orient veins and golden blaze, 
One fix'd on earth, and one on ſea, and round 
1s ample foot the wellig vilows ound, 
Theſe 
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Bon H. T HE LAST DAT. 33 
Theſe an immeaſureable arch ſupport, 
The grand tribunal of this awful court. 
Sheets of bright azure, from the pureſt ſky, : 
Stream from the chryſtal arch, and round the columns 
ns TRY 8 5 
Peath wrapt in chains low at the baſis lyes, 
And on the youn of his own arrow dies. = 


Hear high enthron'd th ww 1 judge 15 plac dy 
With all the grandeur of his godhead grac'd; _ 
f S abt on his robes in beauteous order meet, 
And the ſun burns beneath his dreadful feet. 17 


Now an archangel, eminently bright, 
From off his ſilver ſtaff of wondrous height, 
Uafurls the Chriſtian flag, which waving flies, 
And ſhuts and opens more than half the ſkies: 
The croſs ſo ſtrong a red, it ſheds a ſtain, 
Where'er it floats, on earth, in air, or main; 
- Fluſhes the hill, and ſets on fire the wood, 
And turns the deep-dy'd ocean into blood. 


On formidable glory ! dreadful bright! 
Kefulgent torture to the guilty ſight. 
Ah turn, unwary muſe, nor dare reveal | 
What horrid thoughts with the polluted dwell, 
Say not, (to make the ſun ſhrink in his beam) 
Dare not affirm, they wiſh it alla dream; 
Wiſh, or the ſouls may with their limbs decay, 
Or God be ſpoil'd of his eternal ſway, 
Hut rather, if thou know'ſt the means, unfold 
[How they with tranſport may the ſcene behold, TT 
0 3 . An 
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An how ! but by repentance, by a mind 

Quick and ſevere its own offence to ſind? 

By tears, and groans, and e care, 5 

And all the pious violence of pray'r? 

Thus then, with fervency till now unknown, 

I caſt my heart before th' eternal throne, 

In this great temple, which the ſkies ſurround, 

For homage to its lord a narrow bound. 


02 ruov! whoſe b balance does | the mountains 
cc weigh, | „„ 
„ Whoſe will the wild cons fron obey,” | 
«© Whoſe breath can turn thoſe watry worlds to flame, 
That flame to tempeſt, and that tempeſt tame; 
_ & Farth's meaneſt ſon, with trembling, proſtrate far, | 
And on the py of thy goodneſs calls. 5 


8 el ! give the winds all paſt offence to leer, 5 


To ſcatter wide, and bury in the deep: 


Thy pow'r, my weakneſs may I ever he, 
And wholly dedicate my ſoul to thee, 

« Keign o'er my will; my paſſions ebb and flow 
« At thy command, nor human motive know! 
« If anger boil, let anger be my praiſe, 
And lin the graceful indignation raiſe. 
„My love be warm to ſuccour the diſtreſs'd, 
« Aud lift oy burden from the foul oP preſs'd. 


* On may my adeefianding ever read DT 
© This glorious volume, which thy wiſdom made! . 
Who decks the maiden ſpring with flow'ry price © | 
66 * ho calls forth mmer like a ng bride ? 

« Who 
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Who joys the mother- autumn's bed to crown? 

« And bids old winter lay her honours down? 

“ Not the great OTTOMAN, or greater Czar, 

“ Not Europe's arbitreſs of peace and war: 

« May ſea and land, and earth and heav'n be; join (5 
«© To bring th' eterhal Author to my mind! 

© When oceans roar, or awful thunders roll; 
May thoughts of thy dread vengeance ſhake my ſoul 3 
„When earth's in bloom, or planets proudly ſhine, 
Wa. Adore, =y heart, d the e ine. 


ce Tarxo' every ſcene of life, or 8 or war, 
« Plenty, or want, thy glory be my care! 
shine we in arms? or ſing beneath our vine? 
„ Thine is the vintage, and the conqueſt thine: 
Thy pleaſure points the ſhaft, and bends the bow; 
Tze cluſter blaſts, or bids it richly low; _ 
„is thou that lead'ſt our powerful armies forth, i 
« And giv'ſt eu Aunt thy 1 8 0 er che 


. Grant I may e ever, at the morning ray, 

„ Open with pray'r the conſecrated day 

„Tune thy great praiſe, and bid my ſoul ariſe, 
And with the mounting ſun aſcend the ſkies; | 
« As that adyances, let my zeal improve, 

And glow with ardour of conſummate love; 

« Nor ceaſe at eve, but with the ſetting ſun 

6c; 5 endleſs worlip ſhall be {till begun. 


« Aub oh! permit the gloom of blem night 
To ſacred thought may ac & invite, 
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| Compoſe our ſouls with a leſs dazzling light, 


W oy ] og vigils to its Founder * 


66 2 ST flow not ſhake the * oh controul, 
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W ben this world's ſhut, and awful planets riſe, E 
Call on our minds, and raiſe them to the ſkies ; 


And ſhew all nature in a milder light; 
How every boiſtrous thought in calm ſubſides ! 5 


How the ſmooth'd ſpirit into goodneſs glides! _ 5 
O how divine! to tread the milky way, N 1 
To the bright palace of the Lord of day; = 
His court admire, or for his favour ſue, „ 
Or leagues of friendſhip with his ſaints renews 9 
Pleas'd to look down, and fee the world aſleep, 2 


Subdue by force the rebel in my ſoul: 


Thou, who can'ſt ſtill the raging of the ook, 
Reſtrain the various tumults of my blood; 


Teach me with equal firmneſs to ſuſtain 
Alluring pleaſure and aſſaulting pain. 


O may I pant for thee ih each deſire! 
And with ſtrong faith foment the holy fire! 


Stretch out my ſoul in hope, and graſp the prize, 


Which in eternity's deep boſom lyes! 
At the great day of recompenſe behold, 


Devoid of fear, the fatal book unfold! 

Then, waſted upward to the bliſsful ſeat, 
From age to age my grateful ſong repeat; 

My Light, my Life, my God, my Saviour ſee, 
And rival angels in the praiſe of Thee,” 
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HE book unfolding, the reſplendent ſeat 
Of ſaints and angels, the tremendous fate 
Of guilty ſouls, the gloomy realms of woe, 
And all the horrors of the world below, 
I next preſume to ſing: what yet remains 
Demands my laſt, but moſt exalted ſtrains. 
And let the muſe or now affect the ſky, 
Or in inglorious ſhades for ever lye. 
She kindles, ſhe's inflam'd ſo near the goal; 
She mounts, ſhe gains upon the ſtarry pole 
The world grows leſs as ſhe purſues her flight, 
And the ſun darkens to her diſtant fight. 
Heav'n, opening all its ſacred pomp, diſplays, _ 
And overwhelms her with the ruſhing blaze! 
The triumph rings! archangels ſhout around! 
And echoing nature engthens © out the ſound! 


Tex thouſand trumpets now at once advance; „ 
Now deepeſt lence lulls the vaſt expanie | ; 


C5 1 "lh 


With what diſtreſs, and glarings of affright, 


And tell the horrid ſecrets of the foul. 
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So deep the ſilence, and ſo ſtrong the blaſt, 
Ass nature dy'd, when ſhe had groan'd her laſt, 
| Nor man nor angel moves; the judge on high 
Looks round, and with his glory fills the ſky: 
Then on the fatal book his hand he lays, 
When high to view ſupporting ſeraphs raiſe ; 
In ſolemn form the rituals are prepar'd, 
The ſeal is broken, and a groan is heard. 
Not guilty fear, nor fancy's ſelf can draw 
A meeting more auguſt, of greater awe. 
And thou, my ſoul, (oh fall to ſudden pray'r, 5 
And let the e link op 1) ſhalt thou be there? 1 


a SE E ON the Jef (for by the great command — 
| The throng divided falls on either hand) =_ 
How weak, how pale, how haggard, how obſcene, 
What more than death in every face and mein! 


They ſhock the heart, and turn away the light! J. 
In gloomy orbs their trembling eye- balls roll, 


Each geſture mourns, each look is black with care, 
And ev'ry groan is laden with deſpair. | > 
Reader, if guilty, ſpare the muſe, anc find 

i A wur image Pa d in ay mind. FER N 
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Suovlp's r thou behold 4 way; father, wiſe, = 
And all the ſoft companions of thy ie, 
| Whoſe blended int'reſts levell'd at one aim, J 
| Whoſe mix'd defires ſend up one common flame, 1 
Divided far; thy wretched ſelf alone 10 
| Caſt on the left, of all whom thou haſt known 3 1 
Ho 
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| How would it wound? what millions would't thou give 


For one more trial, one day more to live? 
Flung back in time an hour, a moment's ſpace, | 


Jo graſp with eagerneſs the means of grace; 
Contend for mercy with a pious rage, 
And in that moment to redeem an age? 


Drive back the tide, ſuſpend a ſtorm in air, 


N the fun; but ſtill of this __ ; 


Mais on | the right, how amiable a grace ! 
Their maker's image freſh in ev'ry face! * f 


What purple bloom my raviſh'd ſoul admires, 
And their eyes: ſparkling with immortal fires ! 
Triumphant beauty! charms that riſe above 
This world, and in bleſt angels kindle love! 


To the great judge with holy pride they turn, 


And dare behold th' Almighty's anger burn ; * 
Its flaſh ſuſtain, againſt its terror riſe, 

And on the dread tribunal fix their eyes. 

| Are theſe the forms that moulder'd in the duſt 2 


Oh the tranſcendent glory of the juſt! 
= ſtill ſome thin remains of fear and doubt 
h' infected N of their joy . 


0 1 nus ; the chaſte bridegroom, when the pic 3 


nigh, 


Beholds his bleſſing with a trembling eye ; I 
Feels doubtful paſhons throb in every vein, 
And in his cheeks are mingled joy and pain 
_ Left ſtill ſome interveening chance ſhould riſe, 
Leap forth at once, and ſnatch the glorious prize, 


Inflame 
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Inflame his woe, by bringing it ſo late, | 5 
And {tab him i in the criſis of his fate. TN. 2] 
_ SINCE Apan' 8 family, from firſt to o laſt, | . 
Now into one diſtinct ſurvey is caſt, 0 1 


Look round, vain- glorious muſe, and you de' er 5 
Devote yourſcives to Fame, and think her fair, £ 
Look round, and view the lights of human race, | | 
_ Whoſe ſhining acts time's brighteſt annals grace; = 


| Who founded ſeas, crowns conquer'd, or reſign'd, 

Gave names to nations, or fam'd empires join'd ; 

Who rais'd the vale, and laid the mountain low, 
And taught obedient rivers where to low; 
Who with vaſt fleets, as with a mighty. chain, 

Could bind the madneſs of the roaring main; 

All Joſt! all undiſtinguiſh'd! no where found! 
How will this truth in BouRBOx's palace found ? 
Round gilded roofs how heavy will it fly? _ 
With what a weight on crowns and ſceptres lye? > 
' F'en great and good AUGUSTUS is not ſeen, 

Nor N ** 8 victorious queen. : 
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| "Wap then is he, 1 "midſt the radiant bands 
Of ſpotleſs ſaints, and laurel'd martyrs, ſtands, 
Conſpicuous from afar? whoſe rays ſo bright 
sollicit and attract the raviſh'd fight: _ 

In whom I fee two diſtant virtues join'd, 

A royal greatnefs, and an humble mind; 

His lifted hands his lofty neck ſurround, 

To hide the fcarlet of a circling wound; 


Eng Charles I, | 
The 
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1 Th' almighty judge bends foreward from his throne, 
I 'Theſe ſcars to mark, and then regards his own, 


| Jeruſalem's foundations groan aloud, 
And Albion ſinks beneath her ambient flood, 


Nor far, e 1 Utidred-foatines trace 

In a majeſtic, tho' a female face, 8 

Her conſort by; around them ſmiling move 

The beauteous bloſſoms of their fruitful love: 

| Known of their parents, they their parents know, 
Their boſoms with a double tranſport glow; 
Bleſt in themſelves, but more than bleſt to find 
All held moſt dear in equal blefling join'd, 

In one ſuperior majeſty appears, | 
Advanc'd in beauty as advanc'd in years. | 
What melting ſweetneſs, what commanding grace 

Meet on his brow, like victory and peace? 
Oh! to what fav'rite part of human-kind 
Was this ſo great, but dang'rous gift defi ign'd! ? 
What nation humbly cou'd enjoy his reign? | 
If loſt, with patience ſuch a loſs ſuſtain * 2 2 


. A „ſay BR ITANNIA, whence" this grants flow'd? 1 

Haſt thou not yet aton'd thy martyr's blood? _ | 

FE DwWARDS and HENR xs ſtill aloud refound ; 
Nor are their names in greater GLOSTER drown'd: : 
| Oh! what a godlike race in him is loſt ? 

What has his death ev'n future ages colt : ? 


0 us'd with art, ind rightly ade, 
All diſpenſations from above are good; | 


And 
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And tho' with frightful aſpect they ſurpriſe, 
Moſt ills are only bleſſings in diſguiſe. 
Oh! happy iſſue! to whom ne'er was known 
The bright temptations ſparkling from a throne; 
Great parents! who thoſe bright temptations ROW 
: Knowing engag'd, engaging overthrew. 


Now, Joſt reward! celeſtial crowns incloſe 
With deathleſs glories your victorious brows, 
For ſee the volume vaſt, ſince time begun 

Juſt regiſter of all beneath the ſun, 
Is thrown full wide; peace ocean! ſilence lull | 
The ſounding winds! ye ſpheres forbear to roll! 
| Hear, O creation, thy great Maſter ſpeak ! 
Now firſt for r man bleſt angels ſhake. 


Tur how, on which th' almighty king on a high 
| From all eternity has fix d his eye, = 
Whether his right-hand favour'd, or annoy'd, 

Continu'd, alter'd, threaten'd, or deſtroy'd, 
Southern or ain ſceptre Jownwent hurl'd, 
Gave north and weſt dominion o'er the world; 

The point of time for which the world was built, 

For which the blood of God himſelf was ſpilt, 

That dreadful moment is arriv'd. 


Shao the ſeats of bliſs their pomp diſplay, 
Brighter than brightneſs, the diſtinguiſh'd day ; 
L—eſs glorions, when of old th' eternal Son 

From realms of night return'd with trophies won; 
Thro' heav'ns high gates when he triumphant rode, 
And _—_ angels hail'd the victor God, Is 
Horrors 
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Horrors beneath, darkneſs in darkneſs, hell WT 
oOf hell, where torments behind torments dwell ; 


A furnace formidable, deep and wide, 


O'erboiling with a mad ſulphureous tide, 


Expands its jaws, moſt dreadful to ſurvey, 


And roars outrageous for the deſtin'd prey. 


The ſons of light ſcarce unappal'd look down, 
And nearer preſs heay'n's EO ek throne, 


sven is the ſcene, and one ſho noment? s ſpace 


* . Concludes the hopes and fears of human race, 


Proceed who dares----I tremble as I write; 
The whole creation ſwims before my cht: | 


I ſee, I fee the Judge's frowning brow; 


Say not 'tis diſtant, I behold it now ; 
I faint, my tardy blood forgets to flow, 


My ſoul recoils at the ſtupendous woe; 


That woe, thoſe pangs, which from the guilty hawas, 
In theſe, or words like theſe, ſhall be expreſt. 


«© Wo burſt the barriers of my peaceful grave ? : 
« Ah! cruel death, that wou'd no longer ſave, 
« But grudg'd me ev'n that narrow dark abode, 


„% And caſt me out into the wrath of God; 


« Where ſhrieks, the roaring flame, the rattling chain, 
« And all the dreadful eloquence of pain, 


% Our only ſong; black fire's malignant light, 


60 The ſole refreſhment of the blaſted _ 5 


1 Muſt all thoſe pow'rs heav'n gave me to ſupply 


| My foul with pleaſure, and wing in Oy joy, 


« Riſe 
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« Riſe up in arms againſt me, Join the foe, 
„ Senſe, reaſon, memory, increaſe my woe? 


And ſhall my voice, ordain'd on hymns to dwell, 


« Corrupt to groans, and blow the fires of hell? 

Oh! muſt I look with terror on my gain, 

& And with exiſtence only meaſure pain! 

% What! no reprieve, no leaſt indulgence giv „„ 
No beam of hope from any point of heavnn! 
% Ah! mercy! mercy! art thou dead above? 
Is love extinguiſh'd in the ſource of love? 


0 Bor that I am, did heav'n ſtoop down to hell 7 


« Th' expiring lord of life my ranſom ſeal? 
Have I not been induſtrious to provoke ; 

« From his embraces obſtinately broke ; 
Purſu'd and panted for his mortal hate; 

© Farn'd my deſtruction, lahour'd out my fate? 

« And dare I on extinguiſh'd love exclaim? ? 
© Take, take full vengraber, rouze the Nack'ning 
« flame; | 

( Juſt is my lot---But, o oh! WY it "Dy x 

% The reach of time, deſpair a diſtant end? 

ec With dreadful growth ſhoot foreward, and ariſe, 

| « Where thought can't follow, and bold fancy dies! 


. 
* ON. 


—_ 
* 


40 Neves! where falls the fout at that dread: 
« ſound? 
4 Down an abyſs how dark, and how profound 4 
« Down, down (I ſtill am falling, horrid pain!) 
« Ten thoufand thouſand fathoms {till remain; 
% My plunge but ſtil] begun---And this for ſin? 
40 Cou'd 1 offend, if I had never been, 
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Y „ Stifled his groans, as far as in them lay, 
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« And by my pangs omnipotence proclaim ! 
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© And ſee me plunging i in the dark abyſs, 
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But ſtill increas'd the ſenſeleſs happy maſs, 
Flow'd in the ſtream, or flouriſh'd in the graſs? 
Father of mercies ! why from ſilent earth 
Did'ſt thou awake, and curſe me into birth ? 
Tear me from quiet, raviſh me from night, 
And make a thankleſs preſent of thy light : L 
Puſh into being a reverſe of thee, 

And animate a clod with miſery? 


„Tux beaſts are e happy, they come forth and keep 


Short watch on earth, and then lye down to ſleep. 
Pain is for man; and oh! how vaſta pain | 
For crimes which made the Godhead bleed in vain? 


And flung his agonies and death away? 

As our dire puniſhment for ever ſtrong, 

Our conſtitution too for ever young, 
Curs'd with returns of vigour ſtill the ſame, 
Powerful to bear, and ſatisfy the flame. 

Still to be caught, and ſtill to be purſu'd ! 


„ Axp PTY my help ! my Cod! at PO decree? 
7 


Nature is chang'd, and hell ſhould ſuccour me. 
And can'ſt thou then look down from perfect bliſs, 


Calling thee father in a ſea of fire, 


Or pouring blaſphemies at thy deſire! 
With mortals anguiſh wilt thou raiſe thy name, 


« Trov 
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<< Thor who canſt toſs the planets to and fro, 
„. Contract not thy great vengeance to my woe: 
„ Cruſh worlds; in hotter flames fall'n angels lay ; 
. On me almighty wrath is caſt away!“ 
Call back thy thunders, Lord, hold in thy rage, | 
Nor with a ſpeck of wienchednely engage 
Forget me quite, nor ſtoop a worm to blame, 
*© But loſe me in the greatneſs of thy name. 
Thou art all love, all mercy, all divine, 
* And ſhall I make thoſe glories ceaſe to ſhine? 
„ Shall ſinful man grow great by his offence, 
« And from its courſe turn back omnipotence ? 


« Form it! and oh! grant, great God, at xt leaſt ; 
This one, this ſlender, almoſt no requeſt ; 
„When TI have wept a thouſand lives away, 

« When torment is grown weary of its prey, 
„When I have rav'd ten thouſand years in fire, 
Ten thouſand thouluads, let me then expire.” 


FE 'Dezy anguiſh ! but too late; the hopeleſs ſoul, 
Bound to the bottom of the burning pool, 


Though loth, and every loud blaſpheming owns 


He's juſtly doom'd to pour eternal groans; 
Enclos'd with horrors, and transfix'd with pain, 
Rolling in vengeance, ſtruggling with his chain: 
To talk to fiery tempeſts, to implore 
The raging flame to give its burnings o'er, | 
Jo toſs, to writhe, to pant beneath his load, 
And bear the weight of an offended God. 


The 
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Tus favour'd of their judge in triumph move 
To take poſſeſſion of their thrones above; 

Satan's accurs'd deſertion to ſupply, 

And fill the vacant ſtations of the ſky; 

Again to kindle long extinguiſh'd rays, 

And with new lights dilate the heav'nly blaze; 
To crop the roſes of immortal youth, 
And drink the fountain-head of ſacred truth; 
"To ſwim in ſeas of bliſs, to ſtrike the ſtring, 

And lift the voice to their Almighty king | 

Joo loſe eternity in grateful lays, 

And fill heav'n's wide eee with praiſe 


Bor I attempt 3 height in vain, 
And leave unfiniſh'd the too lofty ſtrain: 
What boldly I begin, let others end; 
My ſtrength exhauſted, fainting 1 A 
And chuſe a leſs, but no ignoble theme, 
Diſſolving elements, and worlds in flame. 


Tus fatal period, the great hour is come, 
And nature ſhrinks at her approaching doom; 
Loud peals of thunder give the ſign, and all 
Heav'n's terrors in array ſurround the ball; 
Sharp lightnings with the meteors blaze conſpire | 
And darted downward ſet the world on fire; 
| Black riſing clouds the thicken'd zther choke, 
And ſpiry flames ſhoot thro' the rolling ſmoke, 
With keen vibrations cut the ſullen night, | | 
And ſtrike the darken'd ſky with dreadful light; 
From heaven's four regions, with immortal force, 
Angels drive on the wind's nn courſe, 
T'enrage | 
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Teenrage the flame; it foreads, it ſoars on high, 
Swells in the ſtorm, and billows thro' the ar Wl 
Here winding pyramids of fire aſcend, 

Cities and deſarts in one ruin blend; | 
Here blazing volumes wafted overwhelm 

The ſpacious face of a far diſtant realm: 

There, undermin'd, down ruſh eternal hills, 
The neighb'ring vales the vaſt deſtruction fills. 


_ Hrar'sT thou that dreadful crack, that dune which | 
broke 

Like peals of thunder, and the centre ſhook ? 
What wonders muſt that groan of nature tell? 

Olympus there, and mightier Atlas fell, 

Which ſeem'd above the reach of fate to ſtand, 

A tow'ring monument of God's right-hand; 

Now duſt and ſmoke, whoſe brow fo lately ſpread 
O'er r ſhelter'd countries its Are ſnade. 


Hoa "midſt the clouds the boiling ocean rores, 
And looks far down on his decreaſing ſhores ; 
_ Leviathans in plaintive thunder cry, | 
TM ſtat, diſmal pants the . echoes die, 


Snew me that celebrated ſpot, lere all 
The various rulers of the ſever'd ball 
Have humbly fought wealth, honour, 44 redreſs, 
| That land which heav'n ſeem'd diligent to þleſs, 
Once call'd BRITANNIA: can her glories end? 
And can't ſurrounding ſeas her realms defend? 
Alas, in flames behold ſurrounding ſeas ! 
And all their waters but augment the blaze. RY 
ME 3 
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Some angel ſay, where ran proud Aſia's bound, 
Or where with fruits was fair Europa crown'd ? 


Where ſtretch'd waſte Lybia ? where did India's ſtore | 


Sparkle in diamonds, and her golden ore? 


Fach loſt in each, their mingling kingdoms glow, 115 


And all diſſolv'd, one fiery deluge flow: 
Thus earth's contending monarchies are Join 'd, 
And a full period of ambition find, 


Axp now whate' er or ſwims, or 2 or flies, | 
Inhabitants of ſea, of earth, or ſkies ; 
All on whom Apam's wiſdom fix'd a name, 
All plunge and peri in the conqu ring flame. 


Tuis globe alone would but defraud the fire, 
Starve its devouring rage: the flakes aſpire, 
And catch the clouds, and make the heavens their 
prey 
The ſun, the moon, the ſtars all melt away, 
And "ol a mighty blank: involv'd in flame, 
The whole creation ſinks! the glorious frame, 
In which ten thouſand worlds, in radiant dance, 
Orb above orb, their wondrous courſe advance, 
hy that o'er-ruling hand, which kindled all 
The ſtars, and rounded in its palm the ball, 
Is cruſh'd and loſt; no monument, no ſign, 
Where once ſo proudly blaz d the gay machine. 
So bubbles on the foaming ſtream expire, 
So ſparks that ſcatter from the kindling fire; 
The devaſtations of one dreadful hour, 
The great Creator's ſix days work devour. 


How 
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How rich that God who can ſuch charge defray, - 


And bear to fling ten thouſand worlds away ! 


Great wealth! and yet (ye nations hear!) one ſoul 


Has more to boaſt, and far outweighs the whole; 
Exalted in ſuperior excellence, Ui 
Caſts down to nothing ſuch a vaſt expenſe, 

Have ye not ſeen th” eternal mountains nod, 
An earth diſſolving, a deſcending God ? 
What ſtrange ſurprizes thro” all nature ran? 

For whom theſe revolutions, but for man ? 

For him Omnipotence new meaſures takes, 

For him through all eternity awakes ; = 

ours on him gifts ſufficient to ſupply 

Heav'n's loſs, and with freſh glories fill the ſky. 


FTuixx deeply then, O man, how great thou art, 
Pay thyſelf homage with a trembling heart; 5 
What angels guard, no longer dare neglect, 
Slighting thyſelf, affront not God's reſpect, 

Enter the ſacred temple of thy breaft, 

And gaze, and wander there a raviſh'd gueſt; 
Gaze on thoſe hidden treaſures thou ſhalt find, 

Wander thro” all the glories of thy mind. 

of perfect knowledge, fee, the dawning light | 

Foretels a noon moſt exquiſitely bright! 

Here ſprings of endleſs joy are breaking forth! 
| There buds the promiſe of celeſtial worth ! 
Worth which muſt fipen in a happier clime, 

And brighter ſun, beyond the bounds of time. 
Thou, minor, can'{t not gueſs thy vaſt eſtate, 

What ſtores, on foreign coaſts, thy landing wait. 


Loſe 
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Loſe not thy claim, let virtue's paths be trod; 
Thus glad all heav'n, and pleaſe that bounteous God, 
Who, to light thee to pleaſures, hung on high 
Yon radiant orb, proud regent of the ſky: _ 

That ſervice done, its beams ſhall fade away, 

And God ſhine forth in one eternal day. 


THE 


——ũ—ääũ4d!d a —.,.' — DR OE — 
— — - 


THe : Ru I 
| FORCE or RELIGION: | 
o RN, 


VAN QU IS Hp LOVE. 


P o PN 


In Two Books. 


_ Gratior & pulchro veniens in corpore virtus. VII 8. 


/ 


ä 3! ²˙ͤũ!l 
2 We 7% AS TI 2. po} REA 8 FEES y 8 p 
N N <2” 1 


——— ů — 
— A . ns, ————_—_—_ 


5 the following ſtory could not have been read without 
thoughts of the counteſs of e, tho? it had been 


as their nature is, they mutually aſſiſted each other. Her 


lency, as well as luſtre, from the elegance of her mein, 


underſtand her true intereſt, who think too flizhtly of 


as well as reaſon, we ſhall own the force of outward ap- 


when that which is lovely joins with it, the latter makes 


and the former calls in our reaſon to embrace the latter; 


vices, and gaze ourſelves into a newnels of life, 


be good; and to ſee the charms of mind and perſon ſe— 


regret; to behold a perſon only amiable to the ſight, 


To the Counteſs of SALISBURY. 


Mavan 


T HE nature of my ſubject pointed out my Patron 
eſs, and ſcarce left me the liberty of a choice. I 
hope it may be ſome excuſe for my preſumption, that 


dedicated to another. 
ViRTUE and beauty met in the youthfat and hien 
born Lady Ja xx GRA v, in a wonderful perfection; and, 


beauty was more beautiful, becauſe ſhe was virtuous; 
nor am I afraid to ſay, on the other hand, that her re- 
ligion itſelf admitted of advantage, and received preva- 


e , Ä . 7 


and the gracefulneſs of her perſon. 
Tnos good men rather wiſh well to virtue, than 


what is agreeable to fight. As long as we have paſſions 


pearances: by the misfortune of humanity, our hearts 
are naturally ſhut againſt that which is ezly good; but 


intereſt with our ſenſes for the admiſſion of the former, 


and thus is brought about a happy union .and concur- 
rence of the whole perſon, ſo miſerably divided uſually, 
and at variance with himſelf, We may fix our eyes on 
a fair example of piety, to an utter deteſtation of our 


HENCE ariſes a double obligation on the beautiful to 


parated, becomes a too Juſt occaſion of our concern. 
To behold a perſon only virtuous, ſtirs in us a prudent 


warms us with a religions indignation: but to tara ovr 
eyes on a counteſs of Salisſbury, gives us pl-afure and 
3 Iimprose- 


DEDICATI Oo N. 


improvement; it works a ſort of miracle, occaſions the a 
bias of our nature to fall off from ſin, and makes our 
very Senſes and Aﬀections converts to our religion, and 7 
promoters of our duty. | 

THERE is not in nature a more + een ſcene than he 
enjoys, who by accident overſees a great, and young, 
and beautiful lady in her cloſet of devotion. Inſtead of 
gaicty, and noiſe, and throng, ſo natural to the quali- 
ties juſt mentioned; all is ſolemn, and filent, and pri- 
vate. Pious meditation has carried her away into a for- 
getfulneſs of her lovely perſon, which no one but her- 
Helf can forget! all her exquiſite features are animated 
with religion in ſuch a manner, as to make any licenti- 
_ ous thought in the beholder impious and ſhocking ! all 
her motions and poſtures, whoſe gracefulneſs in others 
might be a foundation for pride, and be thought an ex- 
cuſe for omiſſions in duty, are full of humiliation, and 
pious negled! thoſe eyes, which cannot be ſhewed in 
publick without interrupting the buſineſs of the world, 
fixing thouſands in attention, and ſuſpending the pur- 
ſuits of avarice and ambition, are devoutly raiſed, and 
importunately faſtened on an inviſible object; offering | 
holy violence for thoſe good things, the thoughts of 
which, in vulgar minds, keep company, for the moſt 
part, with nothing but Wrinkles, Grey-hairs, and In- 
FKrmity! what a radiant glimpſe of heaven is this! all 
the divine and raviſhing appearances, which were form- 
ed of angels and ſaints in glory, were at firlt ſuggeſted 
to the mind of man by ſuch a ſight. | 

THEy who are acquainted with the character of the 
lady Jang, will not look on this as foreign; they that 
Are not, but have the honour of knowing the counteſs 
of Salifhury, will make another ſufficient excuſe for this 

oy digreſſion of, MapAM, | 

| Your moſt obedient, . 
| And molt humble ſervant, 
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_ Ad is ardentia fans tollens, | 


| Lumina; nam teneras ar reebant vincula palmas. 
| VIRG.. 


R 0 M lofry themes, from thoughts that foard on Z 


| high, | 

= N wond'rous ſcenes thave the ty . 
My muſe deſcend : indulge my fond deſire, 
With ſofter thoughts my melting ſoul inſpire, 
And ſmooth my numbers to a female's praiſe: 
A partial world will liſten to my lays, 
While Axxa reigns, and ſets a female name 
Unrival'd 1 in the glorious liſts of Tame. 


e ye e falr daughters of 4 this happy land, 


Whoſe radiant eyes the vanquiſh'd world ie 8 


Who, round your Queen majeſtic and divine, 
Like glories beaming from an angel, ſhine. 
Virtue is Beauty: but when charms of mind 
With elegance of outward ſorm are join'd; 


LE, When 
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When youth makes ſuch bright objects ſtill more briglit, 
And fortune ſets them in the ſtrongeſt light; | 

Jis all of heav'n that we below may view, 
2 And all, but adoration, i is your que. 


Fa M'd formate vis 4d PPD adorn | 

'Ere ORMOND, or her glorious QUEEN was born: 
When now MaRIA's pow'rful arms prevail'd, 
And haughty DupLEy's bold ambition n, TE 
The beauteous daughter of great Surr OLK'S races 
In blooming youth, adorn'd with ev'ry grace ; 
Who gain'd a crown by treaſon not her on, 
And innocently fill'd another's throne; = 
Hurl'd from the ſummit of imperial ſtate, 
N mind e of fate. 


Bur bow will Gvit.ro ap, her far dearer part, 

With manly reaſon fortify his heart ? 
At once ſhe longs, and is afraid to know : 
| Now ſwift ſhe moves, and now advances flow, 

To find her lord; and finding, paſſes by, 
Silent with fear, nor dares ſhe meet his eye: 
_ Leſt that unaſk'd, in ſpeechleſs grief, diſcloſe 
The monrnful ſecret of his inward woes. 
Thus after ſickneſs, doubtful of her face, 
The melancholy virgin ſhuns the glaſs, ” 


Ar length, with troubled thought, but look ſerene, 
And ſorrow ſoften'd by her heav'nly mein, 
She claſps her lord, brave, beautiful, and young ; 
while dener accents melt upon her ane ; 


Gentle, 
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Gentle, and ſweet, as vernal Zephyr blows, 
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F. anning the Fs , or the 12 1 5 ORR: - 


« Grieve not, my lord, a crown indeed is loſt ; 
« 


What far out-ſhines a crown, we {till may boaſt; 
A mind compos'd; a mind that can diſdain 


A frnitleſs ſorrow for a loſs ſo vain. 


Nothing is loſs that virtue can improve 
os 


To wealth eternal, and return above; 
Above, where no diſtinction ſhall be known 


& *Twixt him whom ſtorms have ſhaken from a throne, 
--CC 


And him, who, baſking in the ſmiles of fate, 
Shone forth in all the ſplendor of the great; 
Nor can 1 find the diff'rence here below; 15 

I lately was a queen, I (till am fo, 


While GviLFoRD's wife: Thee rather ! obey, 


Than o'er mankind extend imperial ſway, 
When we lye down in fome obſcure retreat, 


Incens'd Maria may her rage. forget; 


«© And I to death my duty will improve, 


And what you mils in empire, add i in love 


Your godlike ſoul is open'd in your look, 
And I have faintly your great meaning ſpoke. 
For this alone I'm pleas'd I wore the crown, 
To find with what content we lay it down. 
Heroes may win, but 'tis a heav'nly race 
Gan quit a throne with a becoming grace.“ 


Tuus ſpoke the faireſt of ber ſex, and ne d ; 


Her drooping lord, whoſe boding boſom fear'd 
A darker cloud of ills would burſt, and ſhed 
Severer vengeance on her guiltleſs head: 


D 4 | Too 
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oo juſt, alas, the terrors which he felt! 

bor, lo a guard !----Forgive him if he melt---- _ 
How ſharp her pangs, when ſever'd from his ſide, 


I he moſt ſincerely lov'd, and loving bride 
In ſpace confin'd, the muſe forbears to tell, 


Deep was her anguiſh, but ſhe bore it well. 


His pain was equal, but his virtue leſs, 

He thought in grief there could be no exceſs, 
penſive he ſat, o'ercaſt with gloomy care, 

And often fondly claſp'd his abſent fair; 
Now ſilent, wander'd through his rooms of ſtate, 
And feken'd at the pomp, and tax'd his fate; 
Which thus adorn'd in all her ſhining ſtore, 
A ſplendid wretch, magnificently poor. 
Now on the bridal bed his eyes were caſt, 

And anguiſh fed on his enjoyments paſt ; 

Each recollected pleaſure made him ſmart, 
And ev'ry tranſport ſtabb'd him to the heart. 


Ta AT r happy moon, which U to delight, 
That moon which ſhone on his dear nuptial night, 
Which ſaw him fold her yet untaſted charms 
 (Deny'd to princes) in his longing arms; 

Nou ſees the tranſient bleſſing fleet Wy. 
Empire and love! ! the viſion af a a. 


Tavs in the Britiſh clime a ſummer orm 
Will oft' the ſmiling face of heav'n deform; 

The winds with violence at once deſcend, 

| Sweep flow'rs and fruits, and make the forelt bend: 
A ſudden winter, while the ſun is near, 
O'ercomes the ſeaſon, and inverts the year. 1 
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Bur whither is the captive borne away, 
5 The beauteous captive, from the chearful day? 
The ſcene is chang'd indeed; before her eyes 
IIl-boding looks, and en horrors riſe : 


3 For pomp and ſplendor, for her guard and crown, 


A gloomy dungeon and a keeper's frown; f 
Black thoughts, each morn, invade the Lover o breaſt, 
Fach night, a ruffian Jocks the Queen to reſt. 


An mournful change, if judg'd by vulgar minds! 
But SurroLKk's daughter its advantage finds. _ 
Religion's force divine is beſt diſplay'd 

In a deſertion of all human aid: 

To ſuccour in extremes is her delight, 
And cheer the heart, when terror ſtrikes the fight, | 
We, diſbelieving our own ſenſes, gaze, 

And wonder what a mortal's heart can raiſe | 

To triumph o'er misfortunes, ſmile in grief, 

And comfort thoſe who come to bring relief: 

We gaze; and as we gaze, wealth, fame decay, 
And all the world's vain glories fade away. 


Acainst her cares ſhe mird A Aue mind, 
And with an ardent heart, but moſt reſign'd, 
Deep in the dreadful gloom, with pious dent, 
Amid the ſilence of her dark retreat, 

Addreſt her God © Almighty pow 'r divine! 
Tis thine to raiſe, and to depreſs is thine 
With honour to light up the name unknown, 

© Or to put out the Juſtre of a throne, _ 

In my ſhort ſpan both fortunes I have prov'd, 
Nor r hope! the priſoner leſs than QEEN below d; 
| — 9 4 | 0 bene 
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$2 THE FORCE OF RELIGION: 
| « I bear it all (0 ſtrengthen me to bear!) 
« And if my piety may claim thy care; 


; “ O favour! when thy mercy I implore - 
For one who never guilty ſceptre bore! | 
If it muſt fall, let vengeance fall on me. 
And in a guilty land to ſpeak thy praiſe ! 


If theſe are ſafe, I'll think my pray'rs ſucceed, 
ee And _ thy tender 7 wk I bleed. : 


In which the queen to her full wrath gave way; 
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And ſtretches wide her ſhadow of command : 


If I remember'd in youth's giddy heat, 
“ And tumult of a court, a future ſtate; 


© *Twas I receiv'd the crown; my lord is free; 


O may th' indulgence of a father's love, 
« Pour'd forth on me be doubl'd from above! 


Twas now the mould x eve bei that day 


'Thro? rigid juſtice ruſh'd into offence, 
And drank in zeal the blood of innocence. 
The ſun went down in clouds, and ſeem'd to mourn 


The ſad neceſſity of his return: 
The hollow wind, and melancholy rain, 
Or did, or was imagin'd to complain. 


The tapers caſt an inauſpicious light; 


Stars there were 1 and _y dark the aight, 


„ nn 3 in chains can take her reſt ; 


Soft ſlumber gently creeping thro herbreaſt, 
She ſinks; and in her ſleep is re-inthron'd, 


Mock'd by a gaudy dream, and vainly crown' „d. 
She views her fleets and armies, ſeas and land, 


With 
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With wo purple is her viſion hung ; 1 
hy fantom hoſts are ſhouts of conqueſt rung; 


Low at her feet the ſuppliant rival lyes; 
| Our W mourns her head and bids her riſe, 


- N ow level beams upon the waters olay d 


LE Glanc'd on the hills, and weſtward caſt the ſh ade, 


The buſy trades in cities had began | 
To ſound, and ſpeak the painful life of man. 
In tyrants breaſls the thoughts of vengeance rouze, 
And the fond bridegroom turns him to his ſpouſe. 
At this firſt birth of light, while morning breaks, 
Our ſpouſeleſs bride, our widow'd wife awakes; 
| Awakes, and ſmiles; nor night's impoſture blames; 
: Her real pomps were little more than dreams; 
A ſhort-liv'd blaze, a light'ning quickly o'er, - 
That dy d in birth, that ſhone, and were no more: 
She turns her ſide, and ſoon reſumes a ſtate 
Of mind, well ſuited to her alter'd fate, | 
| Serene, tho? ſerious ; ; when dread tidings come 
(Ah wretched GUILFORD 1) of her inſtant doom. 
Sun, hide thy beams; in clouds as black as night 
Thy face involve; be guiltleſs of the light ; 
Or haſte more ſwiftly to the weſtern main; 
Nor let her blood the conſcious day-light ſtain, 


$ 


On how ſevere! to fall ſo new a bride, 
vet bluſhing from the prieſt, in youthful pride; 
When time had juſt matur'd each perfect grace, 
And open'd all the wonders of her face! 
To leave her GuiLFoRD dead to all relief, 
Foud of his woe, and obſtinate i in grief. 


Unhappy 


8% THE FORCE OF RELIGION: 


' Unhappy fair ! whatever fancy drew, 

Vain promis'd bleſſings !) vaniſh from her view; 
No train of chearful days, endearing nights, 

No ſweet domeſtic joys, and chaſte delights ; 
Pleaſures that bloſſom ev'n from doubts, and fears 3 
And bliſs, and rapture riſing out of cares: 

Do little GurLroRD, with paternal grace, 

LulPd on her knee, or ſmiling in her face; 

Who, when her deareſt father ſhall return, 


From pouring tears on her untimely urn, 


Might comfort to his ſilver hairs impart, 
And fill her place in his indulgent heart: 

As where fruits fall, quick riſing bloſſoms finite, N 
And the bleſs'd Indian of his care beguile. 


Is vain theſe various reaſons jointly preſs, 
To blacken death, and heighten her diſtreſs; 
She thro” thi enceding terrors darts her fight, 
To the bleſs'd regions of eternal light, 

And fills her ſoul with peace: to de friends 
Her father and her lord ſhe recommends; 

7 Unmov'd herſelf : her foes her air ſurvey, 

And rage to ſee their malice thrown away. | 
She ſoars ; now nought on earth detains * care | 
But Gvir.FoRD; who ſtill ſtruggles for his ſhare, 
Still will bis form importunately riſe, 

Clog, and retard her tranſport to the ſkies, 

As trembling flames now take a feeble flight, 
Now catch the brand with a returning light : 

Thus her ſoul onward, for the ſeats above, 
Falls lonaly back, and kindles into. Jove. 


: 
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At length ſhe conquers in the doubtful field; 
That heav'n ſhe ſeeks will be her GuiLrORD's ſhield, 
Now death is welcome; his approach is flow; 
Tis tedious longer to expect the blow. 


On! mortals, ſhort of ſight, who think the paſt 
O'erblown misfortune ftill ſhall prove the laſt : 
Alas ! misfortunes travel in a train, 
And oft in life form one perpetual chain ; 
Fear buries fear, and ills on ills attend, 
Till life and ſorrow meet one common end. 


SHE thinks that ſhe has nought but death to fear, 
And death is conquer d. Worſe than death is near: 
Her rigid trials are not yet complete, 
The news arrives of her great father's fate. 
| She ſees his hoary head, all white with age, 
A victim to th' offended monarch's rage. 
How great the mercy, had ſhe breath'd her laſt, 
Ere the dire ſentence on her father paſt. 


” - FONDER x parent nature never hier, | 
And as his age increas'd, his fondneſs grew. 
A parent's love ne'er better was beſtow'd, 
The pious daughter in her heart o'erflow'd. 
And can ſhe from all weakneſs till refrain? 
And ſtill the firmneſs of her ſoul maintain? 
Impoſſible! a ſigh will force its way 
One patient tear her mortal birth betray; 
She ſighs and weeps, but ſo ſhe weeps and ſighs, 
As filent dews deſcend, and yapours riſe, : 


CELESTIAL 
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CELESTIAL patience ! how doſt thou defeat 
The foe's proud menace, and elude his hate! 
While paſſion takes his part, betrays our peace; 

To death and torture ſwells each flight diſgrace; 

By not oppoſing, thou doſt ills deſtroy, ls 
And wear thy conquer'd ſorrows into joy, 


Now ſhe revolves within her anxious mind, 

What woe {till lingers in reſerve behind. 
Briefs riſe on griefs, and ſhe can ſee no bound, 

| While nature laſts, and can receive a wound. 
The ſword is drawn; the queen to rage inclin d, 
By mercy, nor by piety confin'd. 

What mercy can the zealot's heart aſſwage, 
Whole piety itſelf converts to rage? 
She thought, and ligh'd. And now the blood began 
To leave her beauteous cheek all cold and wan, 
New ſorrow dimm'd the luſtre of her eye, 

And on her check the fading roſes die. 
Alas! ſhould GuiLForD to0---When now the's 

| brought 

To that dire view, that precipice of thought ; 
While there ſhe trembling ſtands, nor dares look down, £ 
Nor can recede, till heav'n's decrees are known, 
Cure of all ills, till now, her lord appears, 
But not to chear her heart, and dry her tears: 
Not now, as uſual, like the riſing day, 
To chaſe the ſhadows, and the damps away: 
But, like a gloomy ſtorm, at once to ſweep, 
And plunge her to the bottom of the deep. 
Black were his robes, dejected was his air, 
His voice was frozen by his cold deſpair ; | 

| | Slow, 
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glow, like a ghoſt, he mov'd, with ſolemn pace; 
A dying paleneſs ſat upon his face. 

Back ſhe recoil'd, ſhe ſmote her lovely breaſt, 
Her eyes the anguiſh of her heart confeſs'd ; 
Struck to the ſoul, ſhe ſtagger'd with the wound, 
And ſunk a breathleſs image to the ground. 


Tavs the fair lilly, when the ſky's o'ercaſt, 
At firſt but ſhudders in the feeble blaſt ; 
But when the winds, and weighty rains deſcend, ' 


0 be fair and upright ſtem is forc'd to bend; 


Till broke at length, its ſnowy leaves are ſhed, 
And ſtrew with dying ſweets their native bed. 
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Hic pietatis hongs ? fic nos in ſceptra reponis: | 
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HELL me fair Cecit, (who ſhould better tell, 
Than you, in whom reſembling beauties dwell?) 
Where, for that moment, fled the brighter grace, 
The bloom, and ſprightly luſtre of her face? 
Say, loiter'd it below, and humbly choſe 
To make. the lilly fair, and fluſh the roſe ? 

Or did it mount to heav'n, from whence it came, 
And there with eaſe aſſume an angel's name? 


Bor rather ſay, where pleas'd her ſoul to rove ? 
Sought it the glorious martyrs crown'd above ? 
Or did it here its airy being ſpread, 
Hov'ring in fondneſs o'er her Gu1LFoRD's head! ? 
GUILFORD, who claſps her beautiful in death, 
And with a kiſs recalls her fleeting breath, _ 
To tapers thus, which by a blaſt expire, 

A lighted taper touch'd, reſtores the fire, 


She 
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She rear'd her ſwimming eye, and ſaw the light, 
And GuiLFoORD too, or ſhe had loath'd the fight : 
Her father's death ſhe bore, deſpis'd her own, 
But now ſhe muſt, ſhe will have leave to groan : 
Ah! GviLFosn, ſhe began, and would have ſpoke, 
But ſobs ruſh'd in, and ev'ry accent broke; 
Reaſon itſelf, as guſts of paſſion blew, 
Was ruffled ja the tempeſt, and withdrew, 


so the youth loſt his image in the well, 


When tears upon the yielding ſurface fell: 


The ſcatter'd features ſlid into decay, 
And ſpreading circles drove his face away, 


To touch the ſoft affections, and controul 
The manly temper of the braveſt ſoul, 
What with afflicted beauty can compare, 
And drops of love diſtilling from the fair ? 
It melts us down; our pains delight beſtow, 


And we with fondneſs languiſh o'er our woe. 


Tais GvitronD prov'djſand with exceſs of pain, 
And pleaſure too, did to his boſom {train 
The weeping fair. Sunk deep in ſoft deſire, 
Indulg'd his love, and nurs'd the raging fire. 
Then tore himſelf away, and ſtanding wide, 
As fearing a relapſe of fondneſs, cry'd, 
With ill-diſſembled grief,“ My life, forbear, 
« You wound your GUiLFORD With each cruel tear, 
<« Did you not chide my grief? Repreſs your own; 
Nor want compaſſion for yourſelf alone, 


« Have 
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© Have you beheld how from the diſtant main, 
The thronging waves rowl on a num'rous train, 
And foam and bellow, till they reach the ſhore, 

There burſt their noiſy pride, and are no more? 
Thus the ſucceſſive flows of human race, 
Chac'd by the coming, the preceding chace; 
They ſound, and we, their haughty heads they 
e 
Then fall, and taten break, and diſappear. 
Life is a trifle we mult ſhortly pay, 
And where's the mighty lucre of a day? 
Why ſhould you mourn my fate? 'tis moſt unkind; 
Your own you bore with an unſhaken mind : 
And which can you imagine was the dart 
That drank moſt blood, ſunk deepeſt in my heart? 6 
I cannot live without you, and my doom 
I meet with j Joy, to ſhare one common tomb.--- 
And are again your tears profuſely ſpilt ! 

Oh! then my kindneſs blackens to my guilt; 
It foils itſelf, if it recal your pain; 
Life of my life, I beg you to refrain ; 
The load which fate impoſes, you increaſe, 
© And help Ma RIA to deſtroy my peace.“ 


A 
* 


* 
Cd 


Bur, oh! againſt himſelf his labour turn'd ; 
The more he comforted, the more ſhe mourn'd. 
Compaſſion ſwells our grief, words ſoft and kind 
But ſooth our weakneſs, and diflolve the mind. 
Her ſorrow flow'd in ſtreams, nor her's alone, 
While that he blam'd, he yielded to his own. 
Where are the ſmiles ſhe wore, when ſhe ſo late 
Hail'd him, great partner of the regal ſtate; 


When 
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When orient gems around her temples blaz'd, 
And bending nations on the glory gaz'd? _ 


Bur there's a ſure viciſſitude below? 
Of light and darkneſs, happineſs and woe; 
The dawn of day is an approach to night, 
And grief is the concluſion of delight. 
Tis now the queen's command, they both retreat 
To weep with dignity, and mourn in ſtate: ; 
She forms the decent miſery with joy, 
And loads with pomp the wretch ſhe would deſtroy. 
A ſpacious hall is hung with black, all light 
Shut out, and noon-day darken'd into night. 
1 9 e the mid-roof a lamp depends on high, 
ike a dim creſcent in a clouded ſky ; 
It ſheds a quiv'ring melancholy = | 
Which only ſhews the darkneſs of the room. 
A ſhining ax is on the table laid, 
A dreadful fight, and glitters thro the ſhade, 
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In this ſad ſcene the lovers are confin'd 3 
A ſcene of terrors to a guilty mind! 
A ſcene that wou'd have camp's with riſing Cares 
And quite extinguiſh'd ev'ry love but theirs. 
| What can they do? they fix their mournful eyes, 
Then Gv1LFoRD thus abruptly; © I deſpiſe 
“. An empire loſt, I fling away the crown; 
ce Numbers have laid that bright deluſion down: 
“ But where's the CHARLES, or DIOCLESIAN where, 
0 Could quit the blooming, wedded, weeping fair! | 


8 N | : | ( Oh! 
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© Oh! to dwell ever on thy lip! to ſtand 
& In full poſſeſſion of thy ſnowy hand! 
And thro” th' unclouded chryſtal of thy eye, 
The heav'nly treaſures of thy mind to ſpy! _ 
* Till rapture reaſon happily deſtroys, 
4 And my ſoul wanders thro' immortal joys ! = 
& Give me the world, and aſk me where's my bliſs, 
& I claſp thee to my breaſt, and anſwer This. 
e And ſhall the grave---He groans, and can no more, 
But all her charms in ſilence traces o'er; 
Her lip, her cheek, and eye, to wonder 3 
And wond'ring ſees in ſad preſaging thought, 
From that fair neck, that world of beauty fall, 
And rowl along the dult, a ghaſtly ball. 


On ! let thoſe tremble who are greatly bleſs'd! 
For who but GuiLFoRD, could be thus diſtreſs'd? 
Come hither, all you happy, all you great, 
From flow'ry meadows, and from rooms of ſtate 
Nor think I call, your pleaſures to deſtroy, 

But to refine, and to exalt your joy ; 
Weep not, but ſmiling fix your ardent care 
On nobler titles than the Brave or Fair. 


Was ever ſuch a mournful moving ſight? 
See, if you can, by that dim, trembling light; 
Now they embrace; and mix'd in bitter woe, 

Like Iſis and her Thames, one ſtream they flow. 
| Now they ſtart widę; fix d in benumbing care, 
They ſtiffen into SP of deſpair. 

Now tenderly ſevere, and fiercely kind, 
They ruſh at nee, they fling their cares behind, 1 
an 
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And claſp, as if to death; ; new vows repeat, = 
And quite wrapp'd up in love, forget their fate. . 
A ſhort deluſion! for the raging pain 
Returns, and their poor hearts muſt bleed again, 


380 when Saree computis the rough « ocean fwell'd, ; 
Two friendly veſſels once theſe eyes beheld ; 

Now run in circles, in a line now fly, 

Now reel, now ſleep, now ſink, now hang on high; 

| Thus, with variety of terror, preſs _ 

K TIO all the dreadful changes of diſtreſs. 


MI AN time, the QUEEN new cruelty decreed; 
But ill content that they ſhould only bleed. 

A prieſt is ſent, who, with inſidious art, 

Inſtils his poiſon into SurFoLx's heart; | 
And GuilFoRD drank it, hanging on the breaſt; 
He from his childhood was with Rome poſſeſt. 
When now the miniſters of death draw nigh, 
And in her deareſt lord ſhe firſt muſt die, 

The ſubtile prieſt, who long had watch'd to find 
The moſt unguarded paſſes of her mind, | 
| Beſpoke her thus : ** Grieve not; 'tis in your pow'r 
„ Your lord to reſcue from this fatal hour,” | 
Her boſom pants; ſhe draws her breath with pain; 
A ſudden horror thrills thro' ev'ry vein; 

Life ſeems ſuſpended, on his words intent, 

| And her foul trembles for the great event, 


Tae prieſt ! 1 een the faith of Rome, 


P 60 And ward your own, your lord's, and father 8 
doom. 


e 
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Ve bleſſed ſpirits! now your charge ſuſtain, 

The paſt was eaſe; now firſt ſhe ſuffers pain. 
Muſt ſhe pronounce her father's death, mult ſhe ' 
Bid GUILFORD bleed? It muſt not, cannot be. 
It cannot be! but *tis the Chriſtian's | praiſe, 
Above impoſlibilities to raiſe 

The weakneſs of our nature, and deride 

Of vain philoſophy the boaſted pride. 

What tho? our feeble ſinews ſcarce impart 

A moment's ſwiftneſs to the feather'd dart; 
Though tainted air our vigorous youth can break, 
And a chill blaſt the hardy warrior ſhake, 

Yet are we ſtrong: hear the loud tempeſt roar 
From eaſt to weſt, and call us weak no more; 
The light'ning's unreſiſted force proclaims 
Our might; and thunders raiſe our humble names. 
*Tis our JEHOVAH fills the heav'ns; as long 


As he ſhall reign Almighty, we are ſtrong: 


We, by devotion, borrow from his throne, 
And almoſt make omnipotence our own : 

We force the gates of heay'n by fervent pray r, 
And call forth triumphs out of man's deſpair. 


Our lovely mourner, kneeling, lifts her eyes 


. And bleeding heart in ſilence to the ſkies, 


Devoutly ſad---Then bright'ning, like the day, 
When ſudden winds {weep ſcatter'd clouds away, 
Shining in majeſty till now unknown, 

And breathing liſe and ſpirit ſcarce her own; 
She, riſing, ſpeaks: © If theſe the terms---- 
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HERE GvuiLFORD, cruel ee (barb'rous 
NE 
1s this thy love?) as wilt as light ning ran; 
 O'erwhelm'd her, with tempeſtuous ſorrow fraught, 
And ſtifled inits birth the mighty thought : : 
Then, burſting freſh into a flood of tear:, 
Fierce, reſolute, delirious with his fears, 
His fears for her alone, he heat his breaſt, 
And thus the fervour of his ſoul expreſt: 
*© Oh! let thy thought o'er our paſt converſe rove, 
And ſhew one moment uninflam'd with love! 
« Oh! if thy kindneſs can no longer laſt, 
In pity to thylelf, forget the palt ! | 
4 Elſe wilt thou never, void of ſhame and fear, "+: 
« Pronounce his doom, whom thou haſt held ſo dear. 
« Thou, who halt took me to thy arms, and ſwore 
Empires were vile, and fate could give no more; 
That to continue, was its utmoſt pow'r,, _ 
And make the future like the preſent hour, 
Now call a ruffian; bid his cruel ſword + 
Lay wide the boſom of thy worthleſs 1 
„ Transſix his heart, (ſince you its love diſclaim) 
And ſtain his honour with a traitor's name, 
This might perhaps be borne without remorſe 
But ſure a father's pangs will have their force. 
„ Shall his good age, ſo near its journey's end, 
« Through cruel torment to the grave deſcend ? 
t His ſhallow blood all iſſue at a wound, 
« Waſh a ſlave's feet, and ſmoak upon the ground 2 
| © But he to you has ever been ſevere; 


Then take your vengeance---SUFFOL K NOW drew | 
To near ; | 
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Bending 
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Bending beneath the burthen of his care; 

His robes neglected, and his head was bare, 
Decrepit winter, in the yearly ring, 
Thus ſlowly creeps to meet the blooming ſpring.” 

Downward he caſt a melancholy look ; 

Thrice turn'd to hide his grief; then faintly ſpoke. 

« Now deep in years, and forward in decay, 

c That ax can only rob me of a day: 

4 For thee, my ſoul's defire, I can't refrain 
 & And ſhall my tears, my laſt tears, flow in vain? 
When you ſhall know a mother's tender name, 
„My heart's diſtreſs no longer will you blame.” 

At this, afar his burſting groans were heard; 

The tears ran trickling down his filver beard : 
Fe ſnatch'd her hand, which to his lips he preſt, 
And bid her plant a dagger in his breaſt; 

Then, ſinking, call'd her piety unjuſt, 
And ſoil'd his hoary temples in the oſt 


HaRD-HEARTED men! will you no mercy know? 

Has the queen brib'd you to diſtreſs her foe ? 

O weak deſerters to misfortune's part, 

By falſe affection thus to pierce her heart! 

When ſhe had ſoar'd, to let your arrows fly, 

And fetch her bleeding from the middle ſky? 

And can her virtue, ſpringing from the ground, 

Her flight recover, and diſdain the wound, 

When cleaving love, and human int'reſt, bind 

The broken force of her aſpiring mind? 
As round the gen'rous eagle, which in vain _ 

Exerts her ſtrength, the ſerpent wreaths his train, 


Her 
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Her ſtruggling wings entangles, curling plies ; 
| His pois'nous tail, and ** her as ſhe flies. 


| Wu ILE yet the blow's firlt Areadful weight ſhe feels, 

And with its force her reſolution reels ; 

Large doors, unfolding with a mournful ſound, 

To view diſcover, welt'ring on the ground, | 
Three headleſs trunks of thoſe, whoſe arms maintain 'd, 

And in her wars immortal glory gain'd. 

The lifted ax aſſur'd her ready doom, 

And ſilent mourners ſadden'd all the room. 

Shall I proceed, or here break off my tale, 

Nor truths, to ſtagger human faith, 2 reveal! 25 


| San met this utmoſt malice of her . 

With Chriſtian dignity, and pious ſtate. 

The beating ſtorm's propitious rage ſhe bleſt, 
And all the martyr triumph'd in her breaſt, 

Her lord and father, for a moment's ſpace, 

She ſtrictly folded in her ſoft embrace; 

Then thus ſhe ſpoke, while angels heard on high, 

And Tngven n ſmil'd along the ſky. 


„ Your n has not 1 my hate; : 
I am well pleas'd you make my death ſo great. 

I joy I cannot fave you, and have giv'n 

Two lives, much dearer than my own, to heav'n, 
If ſo the queen decrees. But I have cauſe 

To hope my blood will ſatisfy the laws; 

And there is mercy ſtill, for you, in . : 
With me the bitterneſs of death is o'er. 
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<< He ſhot his {ting in that farewell embrace; 
< And all, that is to come, is joy and e 


Then let miſtaken ſorrow be 2 


Nor ſeem to envy my approaching r 
: Then, turning to the miniſters of 1 5 
Ihe, ſmiling, ſays, © My victory complete: 


And tell your queen, I thank her for the blow, 


« And grieve my gratitude I cannot ſhow: | 
< A poor return I leave, in England's crown, 
For everlaſting pleaſure, and renown. 

4 Her guilt alone allays this happy hour; 
< Her . the only vengeance in her pow r. ; 


Hes lord a father view, with tranſport aue, 

2 heir utmoſt efforts to her virtue yield; = 

Hee ſirm reſiſtance, Auſh'd with ſhame, approve, . 
ith joy exulting, while they die with love, 

| Not Rome, untouch'd with ſorrow, heard her fates 

| And lerce Maria pity'd her too late, | 


Leus to bright Cc! preſume to ſing, 
While Britain ſerves a greater than a king; 
Jo vindicate her ſex, and man chaſtiſe, 
Who dreams himſelf alone, or good, or viſe, 
To what an height this female-martyr roſe, 
And number'd life and love among her foes; 
While man, apoſtate to his better thought, | 
A gainſt his wiſhes impotently fought ? | 
Our Britiſh fair, ye loves, and graces, lead 
Through ev'ry grove, o'er ev'ry verdant mead; 
On ev'ry hill and vale let Cx I tread, 
Liat flow” rs 4: May PSs to o firow the loyely dead. 
Ye 
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8 Ye lillies, dip your bells in whiter ſnow; 1 N 
Ve roſes, with a richer ſcarlet glow, _ 


To deck her ſacred tomb. Bleſs'd ſhade receive 
Theſe late, but earneſt honours paid thy grave; 
Nor deem it, moſt eſteem'd, a flight reſpect, 
When living wonders we for thee neglect ; 
When to thy duſt our zealous harp is ſtrung, 
While blooming Ce c1L's ſelf remains unſung, 


„% VERSES 


„ 
occaſioned by 


That famous Piece of the CRUCIFIXION, 
done by Micnar! ANGELO Fo 


HILE his Ruvzenes on his Canva* Pes, 
Stabb'd at his Feet his BROTHER welt Ling lies: 
The F artiſt, cruelly ſerene, 
Views the pale cheek and the diſtorted mein; 
He drains off life by drops, and, deaf to cries, 
Examines ev'ry ſpirit as ir flies? | 
He ſtudies torment, dives in mortal woe, 
To roure up ev'ry pang repeats his blow; 
Fach riſing agony, each dread!tul grace, 
Yet warm tranſplanting to his Saviou's face. 
O glorious theft! O nobly wicked draught! 
With its full charge of death each feature fraught! 
Such wond'rous Force the Magic Colours boaſt, 
From his Owa Skill he 1 in 2 Horror loſt, 


OY Who obtained 3 to treat a 8 - to be 
broke upon the wheel, as he pleaſed for this purpoſe. The man 
| being extended, this wonderful artiſt directed that he ſhould be 
* fabbed in ſuch parts of the body as he apprehended would occaſi- 

on the moſt excruciating torture, that he might repreſent the a- 
Sonies of death! in che moſt natural manner. 
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The Death of Queen A NN 


AND 


| The Acceſſion of King Gee ORG r. 


Inferibed to 
JOSEPH ADDISON, Ech 


: Secretary to their Excellencies the Lords 


Janes in the Year 1714. 
. curis. DP H ok. 


IR, I have Iong, and with impatience, ſouglit 
Jo eaſe the fullneſs of my grateful thought: 
My fame at once, and duty to purſue, 

And pleafe the public, by reſpect to You. 
___ Tro' you, long ſince beyond Britannia known, 
Have ſpread your country's glory with your own ; 
To Me you never did more lovely ſhine, 


Than when ſo late the kindled wrath divine 


Quench'd our ambition, in great Axxa's fate, 

And darken'd all the pomp of human ſtate, 

Tho! you are rich in fame, and fame decay, 

Tho' rais d in life, and greatneſs fade away, 

Your luſtre brightens : virtue cuts the gloom 

With purer rays, and ſparkles near 4 tomb, 
V Rx OW 
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102 On the DEA TH of Queen ANNE, 
Know, Sir, the great eſteem and honour due, 

I choſe, that moment, to profeſs to vou, 

When ſadneſs reign'd, when fortune, fo ſevere, 

Had warm'd our boſoms to be moſt ſincere, 
And when no motives could have force to raiſe 

A ſerious value, and provoke my praiſe, 

But ſuch as riſe above, and far tranſcend 
Whatever glories with this world ſhall end, 
Then ſhining forth, when deepeſt ſhades ſhall blot _ 
* he ſun's bright orb, and Caro be forgot. 

I 81NG---But ah! my theme I need not _ : 
See every eye with conſcious ſorrow ſwell: _ 
Who now to verſe would raiſe his humble voice, 
Can only ſhew his duty, not his choice, 
How great the weight of grief our hearts ſuſtain! 
We languiſh, and to ſpeak is to complain. 
LET us look back, (for who too oft can view 
That moſt illuſtrious 8 for ever new !) 
See all the ſeaſons ſhine on Anna's throne, 

And pay a conſtant tribute, not their own. 
Her ſummers heats not fruits alone beſtow, | 
They reap the harveſt, and ſubdue the foe; 
And when black ſtorms confeſs the diſtant ſun, 

Her winters wear the wreaths her ſummers won. 
| Revolving pleaſures in their turns appear, 
And triumphs are the produẽt of the year. 
To crown the whole, great joys in greater ceaſe, 
And glorious victory is loft in peace. 
. WaENce this profuſion on our favour'd iſle ? 

| Did partial fortune on our virtue ſmile, 

Or did the ſceptre, in great Anna's hand, 
Stretch forth this. rich indulgence o'er our land? : 

Un grateful ws 
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Ungrateful Britain! quit thy groundleſs claim; 


2 17 Quern and thy Good Fortune are the ſame. 
Hx an, with alarms our trumpets fill the ſky; 
'Tis ANNa reigns! the Gallic ſquadrons fly, _ 
We ſpread our canvas to the ſouthern ſhore; 
*Tis ANNA reigns | the ſouth reſigns her ſtore. 
Her virtue ſmooths the tumult of the main, 
And ſwells the field with mountains of the ſlain. - 
ARGYLE and CHURCHILL but the glory ſhare, 
While millions lye ſubdu'd by Axxa's pray'r. 
How great her zeal! how fervent her deſire | 2 

How did her ſoul in holy warmth expire! 
_ Conſtant devotion did her time divide, 
Not ſet returns of pleaſure or of pride, 

Not want of reſt, or the ſun's parting ray, 
But finiſh'd duty, limited the day. 


How ſweet ſucceeding fleep ! what lovely themes 
| Smil'd in her thoughts, and ſoften'd all her dreams! 


Her royal couch deſcending angels ſpread, 
And join'd their wings, a ſhelter o'er her head. 


Tuo' Europe's wealth and glory claim'd a part, 


Religion's cauſe reign'd miſtreſs of her heart: 
She ſaw, and griev'd to ſee the mean eſtate * 
Of thoſe who round the hallow'd altar wait; 
She ſhed her bounty, piouſly profuſe, ; 
And thought it more her own in ſacred uſe, | 
Tuvus on his furrow fee the tiller ſtand, 
And fill with genial ſeed his laviſh hand; a 
He truſts the kindneſs of the fruitful plain, 

And providently ſcatters all his grain. 
War ſtrikes my ſight? does N AUGUSTA 
New to behold, and awfully Fg 7 


riſe 


Her 
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Her loſty brow more num'rous turrets crown, 
And ſacred domes on palaces look down: 

A noble pride of piety is ſhown, 

And temples caſt a luſtre on the throne. 

How would this work another's glory raiſe! 1 
But Ax Nx A's greatneſs robs her of the praiſe. 
Drown'd in a brighter blaze it diſappears. 
Who dry'd the Widow's, and .the Orphan's tears? 


Who ſtoop'd from high to ſuccour the diſtreſt, 


And reconcile the wounded heart to reſt? 
Great in her goodneſs, well could we perceive, 
Whoever ſought, it was a Queen that gave. 
Misfortune loſt her name; her guiltleſs frown 
But made another debtor to the crown; 
And each unfriendly ſtroke, from fate we bore, 
Became our title to the regal ſtore. EE 
Tuus injur'd trees adopt a foreign ſhoot, 


And their wounds bloſſom with a fairer fruit. 


Ex numbers, who on your misfortunes thriv'd, 
When firſt the dreadful blaſt of fame arriv'd; 
Say what a ſhock, what agonies you felt, 
How did your ſouls with tender anguiſh melt! 
That grief, which ling Anna's love ſuppreſt, 
Shook like a tempeſt ev'ry grateful breaſt. 
A ſecond fate our ſinking fortunes try'd ! 
A ſecond time our tender parents dy'd! 
_ Heroes returning from the field we crown, 
And deify the haughty victor's frown: | 
His ſplendid wealth too raſhly we admire, 
Catch the diſeaſe, and burn with equal fire, 
Wiſely to ſpend is the great art of gain; 
And one reliev'd tranſcends a million ſlain, T 
| = N When 
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When time ſhall aſk, where once Ramillia lay, 


Or Danube flow'd that ſwept whole troops away, 


One drop of water, that refreſh'd the dry, 
Shall riſe a fountain of eternal joy. 


Bur ah ! to that unknown and diſtant da te, 
Is virtue's great reward puſn'd off by fate; 


Here random ſhafts in ev'ry breaſt are found, 
Virtue and merit but provoke the wound. 


AvevsrT in native worth, and regal ſtate, 


 Anxa fat arbitreſs of N s fate.; 
To diſtant realms did ey'ry accent fly, is 
And nations watch'd each motion of her 7 
Silent, nor longer awful to be ſeen, | | 
How ſmall a ſpot contains the mighty Quzex ? ? 


No throng of ſuppliant princes mark the place, 
Where Britain's Greatneſs is compos'd in peace: 


The broken earth is ſcarce diſcern'd to riſe, 


And a ſtone tells us where the monarch lyes. 


Tus end matureſt honours of a crown! 


This is the laſt concluſion of renown ! 


| So when with idle {kill the wanton boy 


'T1s not in ſorrow to reverſe our doom ; 


No groans unlock th' inexorable tomb; 


Why then this fond indulgence of our woe! 
What: fruit can riſe, or what e flow ! 
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Beten thro? his tube; he ſees, with eager joy, 
The trembling bubble, in its riſing ſmall, 
And, by degrees, expands the glitt'ring ball. 
But when, to full perfection blown, it flies 
High in the air, and ſhines in various dyes, 
The little monarch, with a falling tear, 
Sees his world burſt at once, and 4 


Yes, 
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Fes, this advantage ; from our deep diſtreſs 
Wie learn how much in GEoRGE the gods can bleſs. 

Had a leſs glorious princeſs left the throne, 

But half the hero had at firſt been ſhown ; 
An Axxa falling, all the King employs, : 

| To vindicate from guilt our riſing joys : 

Our joys ariſe, and innocently ſhine, 

Auſpicious monarch ! what a praiſe is thine ? 


WELCOME great ſtranger to Britannia's throne ! 


Nor let thy country think thee all her on. 
of thy delay how oft” did we complain! 
Our hopes reach'd out, and met thee on the main. 
With pray'r we ſmooth'd the billows for thy fleet; 
With ardent wiſhes fill'd thy ſwelling ſñneet; 


And when thy foot took place on Albion's ſhore, 


We bending blefs'd the gods, and aſk'd no more, 
What hand bus thine ſhould conquer, and compoſe, | 
| Join thoſe whom int'reſt joins, and chace our foes? 
| Repel the daring youth's preſumptuous —_ 
And by his rival's greatneſs give him fame? 
No in ſome foreign court he may fit down, — 
And quit, without a bluſh, the Britith crown, 
| Secure his honour, tho' he loſe his ſtore, 
And take a lucky moment to be poor. 


Nox think, great Six, now firſt, at this late hour, 


In Britain's favour, you exert your power; 
To us, far back in time, I joy to trace 


The num'rous tokens of your princely grace. 


Whether you choſe to thunder on the Rhine, 
| Inſpire grave councils, or in courts to ſhine; 
In the more ſcenes your genius was difplay'd, 


The greater debt was on Britannia laid: Eo 
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| T hey all conſpir'd this mighty man to raiſe, 
. And your new ſubjects proudly ſhare the praiſe. 


ALL ſhare; but may not we have leave to boaſt, 


That we contemplate, and enjoy it moſt? 


This antient nurſe of arts, indulg'd by fate, . 
On gentle Iſis' bank, a calm retreat, : 


For many rolling ages juſtly fam'd, : 
Has thro' the world her loyalty prockim'd 
"And often pour'd (too well the truth is known : $ 
Her blood and treaſure to ſupport the throne; 
For England's church her lateſt accents ſtrain d, > 
And freedom with her dying hand retain d; 
No vonder then her various ranks agree, 
In all the fervencies of zeal for TER. 
War tho” thy birth a diſtant kingdom boalt, 
And ſeas divide THEE from the Briſh coaſt ? _ 
The crown's impatient to incloſe thy head ; 
Why ſtay thy feet? The cloth-of-gold is ſpread. 
Our ſtrict obedience thro? the world ſhall tell, 
That KixG's a Briton, who can Govern well. 
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Mr. TIEKELL 


| Occalioned by the 


D E AT H of the Right Honourable 
inci ADDISON, — 219. 


— To nunc eris alter 25 ill, | Vine. 


I LI ONG with Mz is Oxford 1 
In ſocial arts, and ſacred Ne en join'd; 
Fair Ifis* ſorrow, and fair Ifis' boaſt, 
Loſt from her ſide, but fortunately Joſt ; 
Thy wonted aid, my dear companion, bring, 
And teach me thy departed friend to ſing. 
A darling theme! once pow'rful to inſpire, 
And now to melt the muſes mournful choir * _ 
Now, and now firſt, we freely dare commend 
His modeſt worth, nor ſhall our praiſe offend. 
| Faxry he bloom'd amid the learned train, 
And raviſh'd Iſis Yiſten'd to his ſtrain; 
See, ſee, ſhe cry'd, old Maxo's mule appears, 
| Wak'd from her lumber of two thouſand years 
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Her finiſh'd charms to App180N ſhe brings, .) 
- Thinks in his thought, and in his numbers ſings. 
All read tranſported his pure claſſic page, 
Read, and forget their climate and their age. 
Tas ſtate, when now his riſing fame was known, 
Thb' unrival'd genius challeng'd for her own; 

Nor wou'd, that one for ſcenes of action firong, 
Shou'd let a life evaporate in ſong. | 
As health and ſtrength the brighteſt charms diſpenſe, 

Wiit is the bloſſom of the ſoundeſt ſenſe. _ 
+ Yet few, how few with lofty thought inſpir'd, 

With quickneſs pointed, and with rapture fir d, 

In conſcious pride, their own importance find, 
Blind to themſelves, as the hard world is blind! 

Wit they eſteem a gay, but worthleſs pow'r, 

The flight amuſement of a leiſure hour; 
| Unmindful, that conceal'd from vulgar eyes, 
Miajeſtic wiſdom wears the bright diſguiſe. 

Po Dido fondled thus, with idle joy, 

Dread Cupid lurking in the Trojan boyz 
Lightly ſhe toy'd, and trifled with his charms, 

And knew not that a God was in her arms. 

Wo greateſt excellence of thought cou'd bod, 
1 5 In action too have been diſtinguiſh'd moſt. 

This SomERs knew, and Appis os ſent forth ; 
From the malignant regions of the north, 
Io be matur'd in more indulgent ſkies, 

Where all the vigour of the foul can riſe; _ 

Thro' warmer veins where ſprightlier ſpirits run, 
And ſenſe enliven'd ſparkles in the ſun, 
With ſecret pain the prudent patriot gave 
The hopes of Britain to the rolling wave, 


Anxious 


0 
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Axxious the charge to all the ſtars reſign'd, 
And plac'd a confidence in ſea and wind. 
 _ Avsonia ſoon receiv'd her wond' ring gueſt, 
And equal wonder in her turn confeſt, 
To fee her fervours rival'd by the pole, 
Her luſtre beaming from a northern ſoul: 
In like ſurpriſe was her Axes loſt, 
To find his picture grace a foreign coaſt, | 
Nou the wide field of Europe he ſurveys, : 
_ Compares her kings, her thrones and empires weighs 
In ripen'd judgment, and conſummate thought. 
Great work! by Nassav's favour cheaply bought. 
He now returns, to Britain a ſupport, 

Wiſe in her ſenate, graceful in her court : 
And, when the public welfare wou'd permit, 
The ſource of learning, and the ſoul of wit. 


O Warwick! (whom the mule is fond to name, 


And kindles, conſcious of her future theme) 
O Warwick! by divine contagion bright, 

How early did'ſt thou catch his radiant light ! 

Buy him inſpir'd how ſhine before thy time, 
And leave thy yeats, and leap into thy prime ! 

O ſome warm bank, thus, fortunately born, 
A roſe- bud opens to a ſummer's morn, _ 
Full blown &er noon her fragrant pride diſplays, 
And ſhews th' abundance of her purple rays. 
Wix, as her bays, was once a barren tree; 
We now ſurpris'd her fruitful branches ſee ; 
Or, orange-like, till his auſpicious time 
It grew indeed, but ſhiver'd in our clime: 

He firſt the plant to richer gardens led, 

And fix d indulgent in a warmer bed. EIS 
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The nation pleas'd enjoys the rich produce, 
And gathers from her ornament her uſe. 
WAE looſe from public cares the grove he ſought, 
And fill'd the leiſure interval with thought, 
The various labours of his eaſy page, 
A chance-amuſement, poliſh'd half an age. 
Beyond this truth old bards cou'd ſcarce invent, 
Who durſt to frame a world by accident. 
War he has ſung, how early, and how well, 
The Thames ſhall boaſt, and Roman Tyber tell. 
A glory more ſublime remains in ſtore, 


Since ſuch his talents, that he ſung no more. = 
No fuller proof of pow'r th' Almighty gave, 


Making the ſea, then curbing her proud wave. 
NAvGHT can the genius of his works tranſcend, 
But their fair purpoſe and important end; 

To rouze the war for injur'd Europe's lown ; 

To ſteel the patriot in great Bxouxnswick's cauſe; 
With virtue's charms to kindle ſacred love, 

Or paint th' eternal bow'rs of bliſs above. 

Where had'{t thou room, great author! where to roll 
The mighty theme of an immortal ſoul? 

Thro' paths unknown, unbeaten, whence were brought 
Thy proofs ſo ſtrong for immaterial ought | 1 
One let me join, all other may excel; 

% How could a mortal eſſence think 10 wel pu 
Bur why ſo large in the great writer's praiſe ? 
More lofty ſubjects ſhou'd my numbers raiſe: 

In him (illuſtrious rivalry !) contend 
The ſtateſman, patriot, Chriſtian, agd the friend! ? 
| His glory ſuch, it borders on diſgrace 

To fay he fang the beſt of human race, 
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Ix joy once join'd, in ſorrow now for years, 8 
partner in grief, and brother of my tears, | 
Tick ELI, accept this verſe, thy mournful due, 
Thou farther ſhalt the ſacred theme purſue ; 
And as thy ſtrain deſcribes the matchleſs man, 
Thy life ſhall ſecond what thy muſe began, 
Tho' ſweet the numbers, tho' a fire divine 
Dart thro” the whole, and burn in ev'ry line; 
Who ſtrives not for that excellence he draws, 
Is ſtain'd by Fame, and ſuffers from Applauſe. 
Bur haſte to thy illuſtrious taſk; prepare 
The noble work well truſted to thy care; 
The gilt bequeath'd by Appisox's command, 
To CxaG6s made ſacred by his dying hand, 
Collect the labours, join the various rays, 
The ſcatter'd light, in one united blaze: 
Then bear to him ſo true, ſo truly loy'd, 
In life diſtinguiſh'd, and in death approv'd; 
Th' immortal legacy. He hangs a while 
In gen'rous anguiſh o'er the glorious pile: 
With anxious pleaſure the known page reviews, 


| And the dear pledge with falling tears bedews. 


What tho' thy tears pour'd o'er thy godlike friend, 
Thy other cares for Britain's weal ſuſpend ; 

Think not, O patriot, while thy eyes o'erflow, 

_ Thoſe cares ſuſpended for a private woez 

Thy love to Him 1s to thy COUNTRY ſhown, x 

He mourns for HER, who mourns for AvDis0n, 
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IH Es E Satires have been favourably received at 
43 home and abroad. I am not conſcious of the leaſt 

malevolence to any particular perſon through all the 

characters; though ſome perſons may be ſo ſelfiſh, as to 


engroſs a general application to themſelves. A writer | 


in polite letters ſhould be content with reputation, the 
private amuſement he finds in his compoſitions, the good 
influence they have on his ſeverer ſtudies, that admiſſion 
they give him to his ſuperiors, and the poſſible good 
effect they may have on the public; or elſe he ſhould 
join to his politeneſs ſome more lucrative qualification. 
Bur it is gore that ſatire may not do much good. 
Men may riſe in their affections to their follies, as they 
do to their friends, when they are abuſed by others. It 
is much to bEfeared that miſconduct will never be cha- 
ced out of the world by Satire; all therefore that is to 
be faid for it, is, that miſconduct will Certainly be ne- 
ver chaced out of the world by ſatire, if no ſatires are 
written: which is applicable, likewiſe, to graver com- 
poſitions. Ethics, heathen and Chriſtian, and the ſcrip- 
tures themſelves are, in a great, meaſure, a Satire on the 
weakneſs and iniquity of men; and ſome part of that 
ſatire is in verſe too. Nay, in the firſt ages, philoſo- 
phy and poetry were the ſame thing; wiſdom wore no 
other dreſs, So that, I hope, theſe ſatires will be the more 
_ ealily pardoned that misfortune by the ſevere. If they 
like not the faſhion, let them take them by the weight; - 
for ſome weight they have, or the author has failed of 
his aim. Nay, Hiſtorians themſelves may be confider- 
ed as fatiriſts, and ſatiriſts molt ſevere ; fince ſuch are 
moſt human actions, that to Relate, is to Expoſe them. 
No man can converſe much in the world, but, at what 
he meets with, he muſt either be inſenſible, or grieve, 
or be angry, or ſmile, Some paſſion (if we are not im- 


; paſſive) 


JFC 
paſſive) muſt be moved; for the general conduct of man- 
kind is, by no means, a thing Indifferent, to a reaſon- 
able and virtuous man. Now to ſmile at it, and turn 
it into ridicule, I think moſt eligible; as it hurts our- 
| ſelves leaſt, and gives vice and folly the greateſt offence: 
And that for this reaſon ; becauſe what men aim at by 
them, is, generally, ptblic opinion and eſteem. Which 
truth is the ſubject of the following ſatires; and joins 
them together, as ſeveral branches from the ſame root. 
An unity of defign, which has not, I think, in a ſet of 
ſatires, been attempted before. | 
LAauGHinG at the miſconduct of the world, will, in 
a great meaſure, eaſe us of any more diſagreeable paſſi- 
on about it. One paſſion is more efſectually driven out 
by another, than by reaſon; whatever ſome may teach. 


For to reaſon we owe our paſſions: had we not reaſon, 


we ſhould not be offended at what we find amiſs, And 
the Cauſe ſeems not to be the natural cure of any Effect. 
 __ Moxxoves, Laughing Satire bids the faireſt for ſuc- 
ceſs. The world is too proud to be fond of a ſerious 
tutor: and when an author is in a paſſion, the laugh, 
generally, as in converſation, turns againſt him. This 
kind of ſatire only has any delicacy in it. Of this delt- 

cacy Horace is the beſt maſter : he appears in good hu- 
mour while he cenſures ; and therefore his cenſure has 
the more weight, as ſuppoſed to proceed from judg- 
ment, not from paſſion, Juvenal is ever in a paſſion ; 
he has but little valuable but his eloquence and morali- 
ty: the laſt of which I have had in my eye, but rather 
for emulation, than imitation, through my whole work. 
Bur tho” I, comparatively, condemn Juvenal, in part 
of the ſixth ſatire (where the occaſion moſt required it) 

| I endeavoured to touch on his manner; but was forced 
to quit it ſoon, as diſagreeable to the writer, and reader 
too. Boileau has joined both the Roman ſatiriſts with | 
reat ſucceſs ; but has too much of Juvenal in his ver) 

| meas ſatire on woman, which ſhould have been the 
gayeſt of all. An excellent critic of our own commends 
** _ Boileau 5 
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Boileau's cloſeneſs, or, as he calls it, Preſſneſs, parti- 


cularly : whereas it appears to me, that repetition is his 
fault; if any fault ſhould be imputed to him. 
THERE are ſome proſe-ſatiriſts of the greateſt delica- 


cy and wit; the laſt of which can never, or ſhould ne- 
ver ſucceed, without the former. An author without it, 

| betrays too great a contempt for mankind, and opinion 
of himſelf; which are bad advocates for reputation and 
ſucceſs. What a difference is there between the Merit, 


if not the Wit of Cervantes and Rabelais? the laſt has 


a particular art of throwing a great deal of genius and 


learning into frolic and jeſt ; but the genius and the ſcho- 


lar is all you can admire 3 you want the gentleman to 
converſe with in him. He is like a criminal who receives 


his life for ſome ſervices ;- you commend, but you par- 


don too. Indecency offends our pride, as men; and 


our unaffected taſte, as judges of compoſition. Nature 
has wiſely formed us with an averſion to it : and he 


that ſucceeds in ſpight of it, is, * Aliena venia, quam 


& ſua providentia tutior.“ 


_ Such wits, like falſe oracles of old, (which were 


wits and cheats,) ſhould ſet up for reputation among 
the Weak, in ſome Bœotia, which was the land of ora- 


cles; for the Wiſe will hold them in contempt. Some 
wits too, like oracles, deal in Ambiguities; but not with 


equal ſucceſs ; for tho' ambiguities are the Firſt excel- 
lence of an impoſter, they are the Laſt of a wit. 


Some ſatirical wits and humoriſts, like their father 
Lucian, laugh at every thing indiſeriminately; which 
betrays ſuch a poverty of wit, as cannot afford to part 


with any thing; and ſuch a want of virtue as to 1h 
pone it to a jeſt, Such writers encourage vice and folly, 


Which they pretend to combat, by ſetting them on an e- 


qual foot with better things: and while they labour 
to bring every thing into contempt, how can they ex- 
pect their own parts ſhould eſcape ? ſome French writ- 


* Val, Max. 
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ers particularly, are guilty of this in matters of the laſt 
conſequence, and ſome of our own, They that are for 
leſſening the true dignity of mankind, are not ſure of 


being ſucceſsful, but with regard to one Individual in it. 


It is this conduct that juſtly makes a Wit a term of re- 

yon %% T . 10 

Wc puts me in mind of Plato's fable of the birth 
of Love; one of the prettieft fables of all antiquity ; 


Which will hold likewiſe with regard to modern Poetry. 


Love, ſays he, is the ſon of the goddeſs Poverty, and 
the god of Riches: He has from his Father his daring 
genius; his elevation of thought; his building caſtles 
in the air; his prodigality ; his neglect of things ſerious 
and uſeful; his vain opinion of his own merit, and his 
affectation of preference and diſtinction. From his Mo- 
ther he inherits his indigence, which makes him a con- 
ſtant beggar of favours; that importunity, with which 
he begs ; his flattery; his ſervility; his fear of being de- 
ſpiſed, which is inſeparable from him. This addition 
may be made, viz. That poetry, like love, is a little 

ſubject to Blindneſs, which makes her miſtake her way 


to preferments and honours ; that ſhe has her ſatirical 


Quiver; and laftly, that ſhe retains a dutiful admiration 
of her father's family; but divides her favours, and ge- 
nerally lives with her Mother's relations. 3 
HowrvrR, this is not Neceſſity but Choice: were 
wiſdom her governeſs, ſhe might have much more of the 
father than the mother ; eſpecially in ſuch an age as 
this, which ſhews a due paſſion for her charms, 
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b v Verl is ſatire; Do Rs ET, lend your ear, 
And patronze a muſe you cannot ear. | 

To poets ſacred is a DoksE T's name, 

Their wonted paſſport thro' the gates of fame; 
It bribes the partial reader into praiſc, 
And throws a glory round the ſhelter'd lays; 
The dazzled judgment fewer faults can ſee, 

And gives applauſe to B——e, or to me. 
But you decline the »/treſs we purſue; 
Others are fond of /ame, but fame of you, 
InsTRUCTIVE fatire, true to virtue's cauſe ! 
Thou ſhining ſupplement of public /awws ! 

When flatter'd crimes of a licentious age 

| Reproach our ſilence, and demand our rage; 
When purchas'd fellies, from each diſtant land, 
Like arts improve in Britain's {kilful hand; 
When the law ſhews her teeth, but dares not bite, 
And South-Sea treaſures are not brought to light; 
When churchmen ſcripture for the claſſics quit, 
- Polite apoſtates from God's grace to wit ; 


When 
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When men grow great from their revenue ſpent = 
And fly from bailiffs into parliament ; | 
When dying ſinners, to blot out their ſcore, 
Bequeath the church the leavings of a whore; 
To chafe our ſpleen when themes like theſe increaſe, 
Shall panegyric reign, and cenſure ceaſe? 

SHALL fpoefy, like /awv, turn wrong to right, 
And dedications waſh an Æthiop white, 

get up each ſenſeleſs wretch for nature's boaſt, 
On whom praiſe ſhines, as trophies on a poſt ? 
Shall fan'ral eloquence her colours ſpread, 

And ſcatter roſes on the wealthy dead ? 

Shall authors ſmile on ſuch illuſtrious days, 

And /atiriſe with nothing---but their praiſe ? 

- Way ſlumbers Pope, who leads the tuneful train, 
Nor hears that virtue, which he loves, complain? 
DoxxE, DoRSET, DRYDEN, ROCHESTER are dead, 
And guilt's chief foe in App1s0N is fled; 
 ConGREVE, Who crown'd with laurels Girly won, 
Sits ſmiling at the goal while others run, | 
He will not write; and (more provoking ſtill 15 
Ye Gods! he will not write, and Mz vius will. 
Doux diſtreſt, what author ſhall we find 
Diſcreetly daring, and ſeverely kind, | 
The courtly * Roman's ſhining path to tread, 
And ſharply nile prevailing folly dead? 

Will no ſuperior genius ſnatch the quill, 

And fave me, on the brink, from writing ill? 

Tho? vain the ſtrife, I'll ſtrive my voice to raiſe, 
What will not men attempt for /acred praiſe * 
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Tur love of praiſe, howe er conceal'd by art, 
| Reigns, more or leſs, and glows in ev'ry heart: 
The proud to gain it toils on toils endure ; 
The modęſt ſhun it, but to make it ſure. 
ober globes, and ſceptres, now, on thrones it ſwells, 
Nov, trims the midnight lamp in college-cells, *' 
*Tis tory, whig ; it plots, prays, preaches, pleads, 
Harangues in ſenates, ſqueaks in maſquerades. 
Here, to S——e's humour makes a bold pretence; 
There, bolder aims at P=———y's e, . 
It aids the dancer's heel, the writer's head, 
And heaps the plain with mountains of the dead; 8 
Nor ends with /ij/e; but nods in fable plumes, 
Adorns our Hearſe, and flatters on our tombs... 

WHAT is not proud! the pimp is proud to e 
So many like himſelf in high degree: = 
The avhore is prond her beauties are the dread 


1 peeviſh virtue, and the marriage-bed ; 


And the brib'd cuckold, like crown'd victims born 


5 Io ſlaughter, glories in his gilded horn, 


Sox go to church, proud humbly to repent, 
And come back much more guilty than they went: 
One way they lool, another way they leer, 
Pray to the gods, but would have mortals hear; 
And when their ſins they ſet ſincerely down, 
They'll find that their religion has been one. 
OTHERS, With wiſhful eyes, on glory look, 
When they have got their picture tow'rds a book, i 
Or pompous title, like a gawdy ſign | 
Meant to betray dull ſots to wretched wine. 
If at his title T-— had dropt his quill, | 
7-—- might have paſt for a great genius ſtill; 
- 8 FE | : But 


= — — wetlE>” 


„ LOVE OF FAME, 7 sar. 1. 
But 7— alas! (excuſe him, if you can). 


Is now a feribbler, who was once a man. 


 ImpxRioOUs ſome a claſſic fame demand, 
For heaping up with a laborious hand, 
A waggon-lead of meanings for one word, 


While As depos'd, and B with pomp reſtor'd. | 
| Sons for rexows on ſcraps of learning doat, _ 


And think they grow immortal as they quote, 
To patch- work learn'd quotations are ally'd, 
Hot h ſtrive to make our poverty our = | 


Ox glaſs how witty is a noble peer? 
Did ever diamondrcoft a man ſo dear? _ 
PorLirs difeaſes make ſome ideots. vas; 


Which, if unfortunately well, they feign. 


Or folly, vice, diſeaſe, men proud we ſee; 


And (ſtranger ſtill!) of blockhead's flatter, 
Whoſe praiſe defames; as if a fool ſhould mean 


By ſpitting en your face to make it clean, | 
Non is't enough all hearts are ſwoln with pride, 


Iler power is mighty, as her realm is wide. 


What can ſhe not perform? the love of fame 
Made bold ALrayonsvs his creator blame, 
ENMPEBO CIES hurl'd down the burning ſteep, 
And (ſtronger ſtill !) made Al EXA DER . 
Nay it holds DEL1a from a ſecond bed, 


Tho' her lov'd lord has four half onthe been dead, g 


Ta1s paſſion with a pimple have I ſeen 


Retard a cauſe, and give a judge the ſpleen. | 


By this inſpir'd (O ne'er to be forgot) 


Some lords have learnt to Hell, and ſome to Incl. 


It makes GLOBOSE a ſpeaker in the houſe; 


Ee hems, and is deliver'd of his mouſe. 
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It makes dear ſelF on well-bred tongues prevail, 
And 1 the little hero of each tale. 
six with the Iove of fame what throngs pour ing 
Unpeople court, and leave the ſenate thin? 
My growing ſubject ſeems but juſt begun, 
And, chariot-like, I kindle as I run. | 
Aid me, great Homes ! with thy Epic rules 
To take a catalogue of Britiſh fools. 
Satire! had I thy DorsErT's force divine, 
A knave, or fool ſhou'd periſh in each line; 
= ho" for the firſt all Ve/tmin/ter ſhould plead, 
/ And for the laſt all Gre/ham intercede. 
BrOCIN. Who firſt the catalogue ſhall grace 5 
To quality belongs the higheſt place. 
My lord comes forward; forward let him come! 
Ye vulgar! at your peril give him room : 
He ſtands for fame on his forefathers feet, 
By heraldry prov'd valiant or diſcreet. 
With what a decent pride he throws his eyes 
Above the man by three deſcents leſs wiſe? 
_ Tf virtues at his noble hands you crave, | 
You bid him raiſe his fathers from the grave. 

Men ſhould preſs forward in fame's glorious chace, 
Nobles look backward, and fo loſe the race, 
Lu x high birth triumph ! ! What can be more great? £ 
Nothing but merit in a low eſtate, 
| To virtue's humbleſt ſon let none prefer 
Vice, tho' deſcended from the conqueror. 

Shall men, like fgures, paſs for high, or baſe, 
Slight, or important, only by their place? 

Titles are marks of 4one/t men, and wiſe ; 

The fool, or knave that wears a title, lies. 
| F 2 7 Tu fr 
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Tay that on glorious anceſtors enlarge, 


Produce their debt, inſtead of their dj iſcharge. 


DoRsEr, let thoſe who proudly boaſt their line, 


| Like thee, in worth hereditary, ſhine. 


Vain as falſe greatneſs is, the mole muſt own 


We want not fools to buy that Briſtol ſtone. 


Mean ſons of earth, who on a South-Sea tide 
Of full ſucceſs Neun into wealth, and pride, 


Knock with a purſe of gold at Axs is' gate, 
And beg to be deſcended from the great. 


Wurs men of infamy to grandeur ſoar; 


| They light a torch to ſhew their ſhame the more, : 


hoſe governments which curb not evils, cauſe; 
= a rich knuve's a libel on our /aws, Shs 
BELvs with ſolid glory will be crown'd; 


He buys no phantom, no vain empty ſound, 


He builds himſelf a name; and to be great, 


| Sinks ! in 4 quarry an immenſe eltate 3 
In coſt, and grandeur, C- 


| dos he'll out-do, 
ton, thy taſte is not ſo true, 
The pile is finiſh'd, every toil is paſt, 


And full perfection is arriv'd at laſt; 


When lo ! my lord to ſome ſmall corner runs, 


And leaves ſtate-rooms to ſtrangers and to duns. 


Tas man who builds, and wants wherewith to pay, 


Provides a home from which to run away. 


In Britain what is many a lordly ſeat, 


But a diſcharge in full for an eſtate ? 


In ſmaller compaſs lyes Premariow's fame; 
Not domes, but antique ſtatues are his flame 
Not F---t---7's {elf more Parian charms has known; 


Nor is goed Pb. be more in n love wich ſtone. 
| The 


1 
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The bailiffs come (rude men, prophanely hola !) 
And bid him turn his Venus into gold. 
No, firs, he cries, I'll ſooner rot in jail. 
4 Shall Grecian arts be truck'd for Eng!i/þ bail?“ 
Such heads might make their very 6%, laugh, 
His daughter ſtarves, but + CLEOrATRA“s late, 
Mx x, overloaded with a large eſtate, | 
May ſpill their treaſure in a nice conceit; 
The rich may be polite, but oh! 'tis ſad 
To fay you're curious, when we ſwear you're mad. 
By your revenue meaſure your expence, 
And to your funds and acres join your ſenſe. 
No man is bleſt by accident or gueſs, 
True wiſdom: is the price of happineſs ; 
vet few without long diſcipline are ſage, 

And our youth only lays up ſighs for age. 

Bur how, my muſe, can'ſt thou reſiſt ſo long 
The bright temptation of the courtly throng, 
Thy moſt inviting theme? The court affords 

Much food for fatire, it abounds in lords. 


Wat lords are thoſe ſaluting with a grin 2 


onxx is juſt out, and Oxx as lately 2. 
How comes it then to paſs we ſee preſide 
On both their brows an equal ſhare of pride 8 
Pride, that impartial paſſion, reigns thro' all, 
| Attends our glory, nor deſerts our fall, 
As in its home, it triumphs in i- place, 
And frowns a haughty exile in diſgrace. 
Some lords it bids admire their wands ſo white, 
Which bloom, like Aaron's, to their raviſh'd fights. 


= + A famous Ratue, EM 
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Some lords it bids reſgu, and turn their wands, 
Like Mos zs, into ſerpents in their hands. 
Theſe fink, as divers, for renown; and boaſt 
With pride /zverted of their honours loſt, 
But againſt reaſon ſure tis equal fin 
To boaſt of merely being o, or in. 

War numbers, here, thro' odd ambition ſtrive - 

To ſeem the moſt tranſported things alive ? 

As if by. ey, deſert was underſtood, 
And all the fortunate were iſe and good. 

Hence aching boſoms wear a viſage gay 
And ſtifled groans frequent the ball, and FOE 
Completely dreſt by * MonTEvir, and grimace, | 
They take their birth-day ſuit, and public face: 

| Their ſmiles are only part of what they Weary 5 | 
= Put off at night with lady B is hair. 
What bodily fatigue is half ſo bad! > | 

With anxious care they labour to be glad. 

Wuar numbers, here, would into fame advance, 
| Conſcious of merit in the coxcomb's dance? 
Ihe tavern! park! aſſembly! maſk! and play! 
Thoſe dear deſtroyers of the tedious day! 
That wheel of fops! that ſaunter of the town! 
Call it diverſi jon, and the pill goes down ; 
Tools grin on fools, and Stoic- like, ſupport, | 
Without one ſigh, the pleaſures of a court. 
Courts can give nothing, to the avi/e, and good, 
But ſcorn of pomp, and love of ſolitude. 
High ſtations tumult, but not 6/i/5 create; 
None think the great unhappy, but the great; 


* A famous taylor. 
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Fools gaze, and envy; envy darts a ſting, 
Which makes a ſwain as wretched as a king. 

IT exvy none their pageantry, and ſhow, 
I envy none the gi/ding of their woe, 
Give me, indulgent gods! with mind ſerene, 
And guiltleſs heart to range the ſylvan ſcene, 
No ſplendid poverty, no ſmiling care, 
No well-bred hate, or ſervile grandeur Here. 
There pleaſing objects uſeful thoughts ſuggeſt, 
Wh he ſenſe is raviſh'd, and the ſoul is bleſt ; 


On every thorn delightful wiſdom grows, 


Nor ſhoots up folly to a nobler bloom 


In every rill a ſweet inſtruction flows, 
But ſome, untaugbt, o'erhear the whiſp? ring till, 
In ſpight of ſacred leiſure blockheads ſtill; 


In her own native ſoil, the drawing · room. 
Fux ſhuire is proud to ſee his courſer ſtrain, 
Or well-breath'd beagles ſweep along the plain. 

Say, dear HieeoLITUs, (whoſe drink 1s ale, 
Whoſe erudition is a Chri/imas-tale, 

_ Whoſe miſtreſs is ſaluted with a ſmack, 

And friend receiv'd with thumps upon the back) 
When thy ſleek gelding nimbly leaps the mound, 
And RI x GwO op opens on the tainted ground, 

Is that 7% praiſe ? let Rixewoov's fame alone; 
Juſt Rix WO Op leaves each animal his oun, 
Nor envies when a gypſy you commit, 
And ſhake the clumſy bench with country wit 
| When you the dulleſt of dull things have ſaid, 

And then aſk pardon for the // you made. 

HERE breathe my muſe ! and then thy tall renew. 


| Ten thouſand fools unſung are (till i in view. _ 
| F 4 Fewer 


— . — ˙ m ˙ ' meh ac 


1:8 LOVE OP FAME, e. SAT, 
_ Fewer lay-atheiſts made by church-debates z 


| Fewer great beggars fam'd for large eſtates : 
Ladies, whoſe love is conſtant as the wind; ; 


Cits, who prefer a guinea to mankind ; 


Fewer grave lords to SC&——PE Aer bend: 
And fewer /hocks a ſtateſman gives his friend. 


Is there a man of an eternal vein, 


| Who lulls the town in winter with his ſtrain 5 


At Bath in ſummer chants the reigning laſs, 


And ſweetly whi/tles, as the waters paſs ? 
Is there a tongue, like DEL1a's o'er her cup, 
That runs for ages without winding-up ? 


Is there, whom his feuth epic mounts to fame ? 


Such, and ſuch only might exhauſt my theme; 
Nor would theſe heroes of the taſk be glad; 
For who can write ſo faſt as men run mad? 


8 A T I R 1 II. 


* muſe, proceed, and reach 17 deli end; 
Tho” teil and danger the bold taſk attend. 
Heroes and gods make other poems fine, 

Plain fatire calls for ſenſe in every line. 

Then, to what ſwarms thy faults I dare expoſe ? 

All friends to vice, and folly, are thy foes. 

When /«ch the foe, a war eternal wage, 
Tis moſt ill-nature to repreſs thy rage; 
And if theſe ſtrains ſome nobler muſe Excite, 

: III glory in the verſe I did 7 write. 

80 weak are human-kind by nature made, 

Or to ſach weakneſs by their vice betray 0; 

Almighty vanity! to thee they We 

The zeft of pleaſure, and their 2 of woe, 

Thou, like the ſun, all colours doſt contain, 

Varying, like rays of light, on drops of rain. 

For every ſoul finds reaſons to be proud, 
Tho” hiſs'd, and hooted by the pointing crowd. 
Wan in purſuit of foxes, and renown, 
*Hirroriruvs demands the Hl crown ; 

But FLoR10's fame, the product of a how! r, 
Hrovs in his garden, an illuſtrious flow'r ! _ oy 
Why teems the earth? why melt the vernal ſkies ? 
Why ſhines the ſun ? to make f Paul Diack riſe, 
From morn to night has FLor1o gazing ſtood, 
And wonder'd how the gods could be ſo good. 


» 'This refers to the firlt ſatire, 
+ The name of a tulip. 
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What ſhape? what hue? was ever nymph ſo fair! ? 
He doats! he dies! he too is rooted there, 
O ſolid bliſs, which nothing can deſtroy, 
Except a cat, bird, ſnail, or idle boy. 
In fame's full bloom ih FLoRr1o down at night, 
And wakes next day a molt inglorious wight; 
The — s dead ! ſee thy fair ſiſter's fate, 
"DO & and be kind ere *tis too late. 
IE Nox are - thoſe. enemies I mention'd all; 
Beware, O floriſt, thy ambition's fall. 
A friend of mine indulg'd this noble flame; 
A Quaker ſerv'd him, Ap au was his name. 
| To one lov'd tulip oft? the maſter went, 
lung o'er it, and whole days in rapture ſpent - 
But came, and miſt it one ill-fated hour. | 
Ile rag'd! he roar'd! «© What 2 N my 
flow'r ? 
Serene quoth Anam, «Lo! *twas cruſh 4 by me; 
« Fall'n is the BAA L to which thou bow'dſt thy knee.“ 
_« Bur all men want amuſement, and what crime 
* In ſuch a paradiſe to fool their time! 26 
None: but why proud of this? to fame they ſoar; 
We grant they're idle, if they'll aſk no more. 
Wi ſmile at floriſts, we deſpiſe their joy, 
And think their hearts enamour'd of a toy: 
But are thoſe wiſer whom we moſt admire, 
| Survey with. envy, and purſue with fire? * 
What's he, who ſighs for wealth, or fame, or pow ; 
Another FLor1o doating on a flow'r; e 
A ſhort- liv'd flow'r, and which has often ſprung | 


From ſordid arts, as FLOoRIOo's out of dung. 
| 1 | VV 
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Wirn what, O Copavus! is thy fancy ſmit? 
The fow'r of learning, and the bloom of wit. 
The gawdy ſhelves with crimſon bindings od W. 
And Eric rErus is a perfect bean. bo 
| How fit for thee bound up in crimſon too, 
Gilt, and, like them, devoted to the view ? 
Thy books are furniture. Methinks *tis hard 
That ſcience ſhould be purchas'd by the yard, 
And Tx, turn'd upholſterer, ſend home _ 
The gilded leather to ft up thy room. 

Ir not to ſome peculiar end aſſign'd, 
Study's the ſpecious trifling of the mind; 

Or is at beſt a ſecondary aim, 
A chace for ſþ-rt alone, and not for game: 
If fo, ſure they who the mere volume prize, 
But love the thicket where the guarry lyes. 
Ox buying books Lox RENZ o long was bent, 


hut found at length that it reduc'd his rent; 


His farms were flown; when lo ! a ſale comes on, : 
A choice collection! what is to be done? 
Ile ſells his /a/; for he the whole will buy; 

_ Sells ev'n his houſe, nay wants whereon to je: : 


So high the generous. ardour of the man 


For Romans, Greeks, and Orientals ran. 

When terms were an] and brought him 0 the 

hers | 

| Lorenzo ſign'd the bargain with his mark. 

Unlearned men of. books aſſume the care, | 

As eunuchs are the guardians of the fair, 

Nor in his author's /iveries alone 

Is Copus' erudite ambition ſlown? | | 
e Editions 


— 1 — ee OECD 


132 LOVE oP FAME, Sar. II. 


Editions various, at high prices bought, 


Inform the world what Cop Rus would be thought 3 3 
And, to this coſt, another muſt ſucceed, 


To pay a ſage, who ſays that he can read, 


Who zitles __, and indexes has ſeen ; 
But leaves to O 

Of pompous books who ſnuns the proud expencc, | 
And Wann! is contented with their /e7/e. 


what lyes between, 3 


0, whoſe accompliſhments make good 


The promife of a long-illuſtrious blood, 
In arts, and manners eminently grac'd, 
The ſtricteſt honour ] and the fineſt 2e! 
Accept this verſe; if ſatire can agree 
With fo conſummate an bumanity. 

By your example would Hitazto mend, 
How would it grace the talents of my friend, 
Who with the charms of his own genius ſmit, 
Conceives all virtues are compriz'd in wit? 

But time his fervent petulance may cool; 
For tho' he is a wi, he is no fool. x 
In time he'll learn to /, not waſte his ſenſe, 


Nor make a. frailty of an excellence. 


His briſk attack on blockbeads we ſhould prize, 


Were not his jelt as flippant with the wiſe, 


He fpares nor friend, nor foe ; but calls to mind, 


Like doomſday, all the faults af all mankind. 
Wnar tho' wit tickles? tickling is unſafe, 


1 till *tis painful while it makes us laugh. 
Who, for the poor renown of being ſmart, 
Would leave a ſting within a brother's heart? 


Pars may be prais'd, good- nature is ador'd ; 
Then draw your wit as ſeldom as your favor, 


And 
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And never on the "weak; or you'll appear 
As there no hero, no great genius here. 
As in ſmooth oil the razor beſt is whet, | 
Sa wit is by politeneſs ſharpelt ſet : 
Their want of edge from their hence is ſeen; I 
Both pain us leaſt when exquiſitely keen. 
The /ame men give is for the % they find; 
Dull is the ſeſter, when the joke's unkind, 
_ $ince-Marcvs, doubtleſs, thinks himſelf a wit, 
To pay my compliment what place ſo fit? 
His moſt facetious Þ letters came to hand, 
Which my firſt ſatire ſweetly reprimand, 
If that a ju/? offence to Marcus gave, 
Say, Maxcvs, which art thou, a fool, or knave? 05 
For all but ſuch with caution I forbore 
That thou waſt either, I ne'er knew . 3 
1 know thee now, both what thou art, and who; 
No maſk ſo good, but Marcus muſt ſhine rough 
| Falſe names are vain, thy lines their author tell; 
Thuy beſt concealment had been writing well. 
But thou a brave neglect of /ame haſt ſhown, 
Of others fame, great genius! and thy own, 
Write on unheeded, and this maxim know, 
The man who pardons, diſappoints his fo. 
In malice to proud wits, ſome proudly lull 
Their peevi/h reaſon, vain of being dull; 
When ſome home joke has ſtung their ſolenen ſouls, 
In vengeance they determine to be /cols ; 
Thro' ſpleen, that /:t/e nature gave, make /e/7, 
Quits zealous in the ane, of ee 


4+ Letters ſeat to the anther; Ggned Marcus, 


To 
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To lumps inanimate a fondneſs take, 
And diſinherit ſons that are #wake. nt, | 
Theſe, when their-utmoſt venom they would „ 


M.oſt barbarouſly tell you“ he's a wit.” 
Poor negroes, thus, to ſhew their burning ſpite 
To Cacodemons, ſay, they're dev'/i/h white. 

_ Lamrk1DIVs from the bottom of his breaſt 

Sighs o'er one child, but triumphs in the reſt, 

How juſt his gre? one carries in his head 

A leſs proportion of the father's lead; 
And is in danger, without ſpecial grace, 

Too riſe above a juſtice of the peace. 

The dunghill-breed of men a diamond ſcorn, | 
And feel a paſſion for a grain of corn, 

Some ſtupid, plodding, money-loving wight, 

Who wins their hearts by knowing black from white, 

Who with uch pains exerting all his ſenſe, | 

Can range aright his ſhillings, pounds, and pence, 

The booby- father craves a booby-ſon, | 

And by heav'n's being thinks himſelf undone. 

Wars of all kinds are made to fame a plea 

One learns to /iſþ, another ct to ſee; 

Miſs D- tottering catches at your hand 

Was ever thing ſo pretty born to ſtand? 

Whilſt theſe what nature gave, diſown thro” pride, 

Others affect what nature has deny'd; 

What nature has deny'd fools will ken | 

As apes are ever walking upon wo. 

Cx àssus, a grateſul ſage, our awe and ſport! 

Supports grave forms, for forms the ſage ſupport, 5 

He hems, and cries, with an important Air, 


0 It yonder clouds vithdraw, it will be fair: „„ 
T hen 
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Then quotes the Stagyrite to prove it true, 

And adds, © The learn'd delight in ſomething new,” | 
Is't not enough the blockhead ſcarce can read, 
But muſt he aufe look, and gravely plead ? N 
As far a formaliſt from wiſdom ſits, 

In judging eyes, as /ibertines from wits, | 

Ye ſubtile wights (ſo blind are mortal men, 
Tho? ſatire couch them with her keeneſt pen) 

For ever will hang out a ſolemn face, 

To put off nonſenſe with the better grace: 

As pedlars with ſome hero's head make bold, 

Illuſtrious mark! where pins are to be ſold, 

Wuar's the bent brow, or neck in thought reclin'd: 2 
The body's wiſdom to conceal the mind. 

A man of ſenſe can artifice diſdain, | 

As men of wealth may venture to go plain. 

And be this truth eternal n'er forgot, 

Solemnity's a cover for a fot, 
I find the H, when I behold the ar ; 
For tis the wiſe man's intereſt to be . 
Hexcr, ——; that openneſs of heart, 

And juſt diſdain for that poor mimic art; 

Hence (manly praiſe !) that manner nobly free, 
Which all admire, and I commend in thee, 
W1TH generous ſcorn how oft haſt thou ſurvey'd 

Of court, and town the noon-tide maſquerade, 

Where ſwarms of 4arves the vizor quite diſgrace, 

And hide ſecure behind a naked face? 

Where nature's end of language is declin d, 

And men talk only to fenceal the mind; ; 

Where generous hearts the greateſt hazard run, 

And he who trults a brother is undone, | . 
N 77... Lanes "Tun 
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THese all their care expend on outward ſhew 
For wealth, and fame; for fame alone, the beau. 


Of late at WIT E's was young FLORELITO ſeen. 


How blank his look? how diſcompos'd his mein ! 5 


So hard it proves in grief ſincere to feign ! 
 Sunk were his ſpirits; for his coat was plain. 


Nxxxr day his breaſt regain d its wonted peace, 
His health was mended with a ſilver lace, 
A curious artiſt long inur'd to toils 


Of gentler ſort, with combs, and fragrant oils, 


Whether by chance, or by ſome god inſpir'd, 
So touch'd his curls, his mighty ſoul was fir d. 


The well-ſwoln ties an equal homage claim, 
And either ſhoulder has its ſhare of fame; 
His ſumptuous watch-caſe, tho conceal'd it lyes, 
Like a good conſcience, ſolid joy ſupplies. = 
He only thinks himſelf (fo far from vain!) 
Sri in Wit, in breeding D—L——st. 
Whene'er by ſeeming chance he throws his eye 
On mirrors fluſhing with the Brian dye, 


With how ſublime a tranſport leaps his heart ? 


But fate ordains that deareſt friends mult part. 
In active meaſures brought from France, he wheels, 
And triumphs conſcious of his learned heels. 

$0 have I ſeen, on ſome bright ſummer's day, 
A calf of genius debonnair, and gay, 


Dance on the bank, as if inſpir'd by fame, 


Fond of the preti) fellew in the ſtream. 


MoRoSE is ſunk with ſhame, whene'er furpriz'd 


In linen clean, or peruke undiſguis'd, 


No ſublunary chance his veſtments fear, 


Valu'd, lige leopards, as their pots appear. 


A ſam'd 
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A fam'd ſurtout he wears, which once was blue, 2 ji | 
And his foot ſwims in a capacious WW. 4 
One day his wife (for who can wives reclaim 7 1 
Levell'd her barbarous zeedle at his fame; 


But open force was vain ; by night ſhe went, 


And, while he ſlept, ſurpriz'd the darling rent; 
Where yawn'd the frize is now become a doubt, 
And glory at one entrance quite ſhut out *. 

He ſcorns FLoRELLO, and FLORELLO him; 
This hates the filthy creature, that the prim: | 
Thus in each other both theſe fools deſpiſe 
Their own dear ſelves, with undiſcerning eyes; 
Their methods various, but alike their aim: 
The /loven, and the /oþ/ing are the ſame, - 

Yp whigs and tories ! thus it fares with you, 
When party-rage too warmly you purſue 

Then both club nonſenſe, and impetuous pride, | 
And ey joins whom /entiments divide. 
| You vent your ſpleen, as monkeys, when they paſs, 
Scratch at the mimick-monkey in the glaſs, 
While both are one; and henceforth be it known, | 
Fools of both ſides ſhall ſtand as fools alone. 
“ BuT who art thou?“ (methinks FLoRELLO cries) 

% Of all thy ſpecies art thou only wiſe ?” | 
Since ſmalleſt things can give our ſins a "Rs 
As croſling ſtraws retard a paſſing witch, 

FLokRELLO, thou my monitor ſhalt be; 
I'Il conjure thus ſome profit out of thee. 5 
O nos myſelf! abroad our counſels roam, 
And, like ill huſbands, take no care at home. 


* Mirror. 
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Thou too art wounded with the common dart, 
And jove of fame lyes throbbing at thy heart; 

And what wiſe means to gain it haſt thou choſe? 
Know, /ame and fortune both are made of proſe. 
Is thy ambition ſweating for a rhyme, 

Thou unambitious fool, at this late time? 

While I a moment name, a moment's paſt ; 
I'm nearer death in /i. verſe than the /aft. 
What then is to be done? Be wiſe with ſpeed : 
A fool at forty is a fool indeed. 

Axp what ſo fooliſh as the ths of fame? 

How vain the prize? how impotent our aim? 

For what are men who graſp at praiſe ſublime, 
But bubbles on the rapid ſtream of time, | 
That riſe, and fall, that ſwell, and are no more, 
Born, and forgot, ten thouſand in an hour? 


SATIRE 


SATIRE Ill. 
To che Rronr HonounAnts 
Mr. 'D 0 D ING T O N. 


ONG, DovinoTenN, in debt, I long have mar N 
4.4 Toeaſe the burthen of my grateful thought; . 
And now a poet's gratitude you ſee, | 
Grant him wo favours, and he'll aſk for three : 

For whoſe the preſent glory, or the gain ? 

You give protection, I a worthleſs ſtrain, 

You love, and feel the poet's ſacred flame, 

And know the baſis of a ſolid fame;  _ 
"Tho? prone to like, yet cautious to commend, 
Lou read with all the malice of a friend; 

Nor favour my attempts that way alone, 

But, more to raiſe my verſe, conceal your own. 
AN ill-tim'd modeſty ! turn ages o'er, 

When wanted Britain bright examples more? 

Fer learning, and her genius too decays, 

And dark, and cold are her declining days. 

As if men now were of another caſt, 

They meanly live on alm of ages paſt. - 

Men till are men, and they who boldly dare, 

_ Shall triumph o'er the ſons of cold deſpair; 

Or, if they fail, they juſtly ſtill take place 

Of ſuch, who run in debt for their diſgrace, 

Who borrow much, then fairly make it known, 

And damn it with znprovements of their own. 

- | ” ..- 
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We bring . new materials, and what's old 
New-caſt with care, and in no b9rrow'd mold; 
Late times the verſe may read, if wen Fed, 
And from ſour critics vindicate che muſe. 
© Your work is long,“ the critics cry. 'Tis true, 
And lengthens ſtill, to take in fools like you: 
Shorten my N if its length you blame, 
For, grow but wiſe, you rob me of my game; 
As hunted hags, who, while the dogs purſue, _ 
Renounce their four legs, and ſtart up on two, 
LIE E the bold bird upon the banks of Nile, 
That picks the teeth of the dire crocodile, = 
Will I enjoy (dread feaſt !) the critic's rage, 
And with the fell Je/ftroyer feed my page. 
For what ambitious fools are more to blame 
Than thoſe, who thunder in the critic's name? _ 
Good authors damn'd, have their revenge in h, 
To ſee what wretches gain the praiſe they miſs. 
BaLhurius, muffl'd in his ſable cloak, 
Like an old Druid from his hollow oak, 
As ravens ſolemn, and as boading, cries, 
Ten thouſand worlds for the three unities! 
Ye doctors ſage, who thro' Parnaſſus teach, 
Or quit the tub, or practiſe what you preach. 
ONE Judges, as the weather dictates, right 
The poem is at noon, and wrong at night: 
Another judges by a ſurer gage, 
An author's principles, or parentage ; 
Since his great anceſtors in Flanders fell, 
The poem, doubtleſs, muſt be written well. 
Another judges by the writer's /ookjy ; 
Another judges, for he bought the book 3 


Some 
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Some judge, their knack of 7udging-wrong to keep; 
Some judge, becauſe it is to ſoon to ſecp. | 
Tus all will judge, and with one ſingle aim, 
To gain themſelves, not give the writer fame. 
The very beſt ambitiou/ly adviſe, | 
Half to ſerve you, and half to paſs for wiſe: 
None are at leiſure others to reward ; 
They ſcarce will damn, but out of ed 
Carries on verſe, as /quibs on triumphs wait, 

Proclaim the glory, and augment the ſtate; 
Hot, envious, noiſy, proud, the ſcribbling fry 8 

Burn, hiſs, and bounce, waſte paper, ſtink and die. 
Rail on, my friends? what more my verſe can crown 
Than Compton's ſmile, and your obliging frown? a 

Nor all on books their criticiſim waſte; 
The genius of a 4% ſome jultly taſte, 

And eat their way to /ame ; with anxious thought 
The ſalmon is refus'd, the turbot bought. 

Impatient art rebukes the ſun's delay, 

And bids. December yield thy fruits of May; 
Their various cares in one great point combine, 
The buſineſs of their lives, that ist dine, 
Half of their precious day they give the , 

And, to a kind dige/tion, ſpare the reſt, 
Ap1C1vs, here, the taſtes of the town, 
- Feeds twice a week, to ſettle their renown. 
Tus worthies of the palate guard with care 

The ſacred annals of their 6://s of fare ; 
In thoſe choice books their paregyrics read, 
And ſcorn the creatures that for 4unger feed. 
If man by feeding well commences great, 
Auch more the worm a to whom that man is meat. 


To 
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To glory ſome advance a lying claim, 
| Thieves of renown, and pilſerers of fame; 
Their front ſupplies what their ambition Jacks, 
They know a thouſand lords, behind their backs. 
Coitil is apt to wink upon a peer, 
When turn'd S, with a familiar leer; 
And H——y's eyes, unmercifully keen, 
Have murder'd fops, by whom ſhe ne'er was ſeen. | 
Nis ER adopts ſtray libels, wiſely prone 
To covet ſhame, ſtill greater than his own. 
_ BaTHyYLLvs, in the winter of threeſcore, 
Helies his innocence, and keeps a whore. 
Abſence of mind BRABANTIO turns to fame, 85 
| Learns to miſtake, nor knows his brother's name 3 = 
Has words, and thoughts in nice - aq ſet, | 
And takes a memorandum to forget. | 
Thus vain, nor knowing what adorns, or r blots, | 
Men forge the patents, that create them ſots. 
As love of pleaſure into pain betrays, 
So molt grow infamous thro? love of praiſe, 


But whence for praiſe can ſuch an ardor riſe, 


When thoſe, who bring that incenſe, we deſpiſe? _ 
For ſuch the vanity of great, and ſmall, : 
Contempt goes round, and all men laugh at all. 
Non can even ſatire blame them, for tis true 
They moſt have ample cauſe for what they do. 
O fruitful Britain] doubtleſs thou was meant 
A nurſe of b to ſtock the continent. 
Tho? PHoEBUSs and the nine for ever mow, 
| Rank folly underneath the ſcythe will grow. 
The plenteous harveſt calls me forward ſtill, 
Till I ſurpaſs in length my lawyer's bill, 


A Wrren 
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A WeELcn deſcent, which well-paid heralds damn, 
Or, longer ſtill, a DuTcaman's epigram. 

When cloy'd, in fury I throw down my pen, 

In comes a coxcomb, and I write again. 
sx TiTyRvVs with merriment poſſeſt, 
Is burſt with laughter, ere he hears the jeſt; 
What need he ſlay ? for when the joke is o er, 
is teeth will be no whiter than before. 

Is there of 7heſe, ye fair! ſo great a dearth, 
That you need purchaſe -zonkeys for your mirth ! 
Sons, vain of paintings, bid the world admire, 
Of houſes ſome, nay houſes that they hire; 
Some (perfe& wiſdom !) of a heauteous wife, 

And boaſt, like cordeliers, a ſcourge for Le © | 
SOMETIMES, thro? pride, the ſexes change their 
irh, | * EO 
My lord has vapours, and my 1047 fwears ; - 
Then, ſtranger ſtil!! on turning of the wind, 
My lord wears breeches, and my lady's &nd. 
To ſhew the ſtrength, and infamy of pride, 

By all *tis followed, and by all deny'd. 

What numbers are there, who at once purſue 
Praiſe, and the glory to contemn it, too? 
Vincenna knows ſelf-praiſe betrays to ſhame, 

And therefore lays a ſtratagem for fame; 
| Makes his approach in modeſty's . 

To vin applauſe, and takes it by ſurpriſe. | 
To err, ſays he, in ſmall things is my fate,” | 
Lou know your anſwer, he's exact in great. 

% My fiile, ſays he, is rude, and full of faults,” 

But O awhat ſenſe! what energy of thoughts! 
55 That 
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That he wants algebra he muſt confeſs. 705 
But not a foul to give our arms ſucceſs. 
„ Ah! that's a hit indeed, Vincenna cries ; 
«© But who in heat of blood was ever wiſe ? 
c I own *twas wrong, when thouſands call'd me back 5 5 
c To make that hopeleſs, ill-advis'd attacks: — 
« All fay 'twas madneſs, nor dare I deny. 
ce Sure never fool ſo well deſerv'd to die. 
Could zhzs deceive in others, to be free, 
It ne'er, Vincenna, cou'd deceive in thee, 
Whoſe conduct is a comment to thy tongue 
So clear, the dulleſt cannot take thee wrong. 
Thou on one ſleeve wilt thy evenue wear, 
And haunt the court, without a proſpect there. 
Are theſe expedients for renown? C. eſs 
Thuy little- ſelß, that J may ſcorn thee leſs. 
BE wiſe, YVincenna, and the court forſake, 
Our fortunes there, nor h, nor I ſhall make, 
Ev'n men of merit, ere their point they gain, 
In hardy ſervice make a long campaign, 
Moſt manfully beſiege their patron's gate, 
And oft' repuls'd, as oft' attack the great 
With painful art, and application warm, 
And take at laſt ſome little place by ſtorms 
Enough to keep two ſhoes on Sunday clean, 
And ſarve upon diſcreetly in Sheer Lane. 
Already this thy fortune can afford, _ 
Then ſtarve without the favour of my lord. 
Tis true, great fortunes ſome great men confer ; 
But often, e'en in doing right, they err: 
From caprice, not from choice, their favours come; 
They give, but think it 7% to know to whom: 


The 
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The man that s neareſt, yawning they advance. 
*Tis inhumanity to bleſs by chance. 
If merit ſues, and greatneſs is fo loth 
To break its downy trance, I pity both. 
TI GRANT at court, Philander, at his need, 
( hanks to his lovely wife) finds friends indeed, 
Of every charm, and virtue ſhe's poſleſt. 
' FaILANDER ! thou art exquiſitely bleſt, 
The p--4ic envy! Now then, tis allow'd, * 
The man is found, who may be ju/?ly l 
But, ſee, how ſickly i is ambition's taſte! _ 
Ambition feeds on traſh, and lothes a ſcaſt ; 
For lo! PII AND ER, of reproach afraid, . 
In ſecret loves his wife, but keeps her maid. FO 
Sou nymphs ſell reputation, others buy, 
And love a market, where the rates run * : 
Italian muſic's ſweet, becauſe tis dear; 
Their uanity is tickl'd, not their ear. 
Their taſtes would leſſen, if the prices fell, 
And SHakESPEAR'S wretched {tuff do quite as well, 
Away the diſinchanted fair would throng, 
And owr that Engliſh is their mother tongue. 
To ſhew how much our northern taſtes . 
Imported nymphs our peereſſes out- ſhine; 
While tradeſmen ſtarve, theſe OY are gay; 
For generous lords had rather give, than pay, 
O laviſh land! for Souud at ſuch expence ! 
But then ſhe faves it in her bills for ene. 
Music I paſſionately love, tis plain, 
Since for its ſake ſuch dramas I ſuſtain, 
An opera, like a pillory, may be ſaid 
| To nail our ears down, but expole our head. 
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i BEHOLD the maſquerade' 8 fantaſtic ſcene! 
The legiſlature join'd with Drury-lane! 
When Britain calls, th' embroider'd patriots run, 
—If the dance is done. 
Are we not then allow'd to be polite? _ 
Yes, doubtleſs, but firſt ſet your notions 1 


Wirth of politeneſs i is the needful ground; 


Where hat is wanting, this can ne'er be found. 
Triflers not even in trifles can excel; . 
'Tis lid bodies only poliſh well. | 

_ Gxxar, choſen prophet! for theſe latter days, 
To turn a willing world rom righteous WAYS, 
Well, H——R, doſt thou thy maſter ſerve; 


Weil has he ſeen his ſervant ſhou'd not ſtarve. 
Thou to his name haſt ſplendid temples rais'd, 


In various forms of worſhip ſeen him prais d. 


Gawdy devotion, like a Roman, ſhown, 


And ſung ſweet anthems in a tongue waren. 
Inferior off rings to thy god of vice, 
And duly paid in fadles, cards, and dice; 


Thy facrifice ſupreme, an hundred maids 1 


That ſolemn rite of midnight maſquerades'! 
If maids the quite-exhauſted town denies, 
An hundred heads of cuckolds will ſuffice. | 
Thou ſmil'ſt, well pleaſed with the converted land, 
To ſee the y churches at a ſtand. 
AnD that thy miniſtry may never fail, 
But what thy hand has planted ſtill de, 
Of minor prophets a ſucceſſion ſure | 
The propagation of thy zeal ſecure, 
SEE commons, peers, and miniſters of ſtate 
En ſolemn council met, and deep debate N 
| . | What 


OY 
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What godlike enterprize is taking birth! 5 
What wonder opens on th' expecting earth? 
Tis done! with loud applauſe the council rings! 
Fix'd is the fate of whores, and fiddle:ſfrings! 
Tno' bold theſe truths, thou, muſe, with truths like 
theſe 
Wilt none offend whom wy a belt to bin 
Let others flatter to be flatter d, thou, 
Like juſt tribunalt, bend an awful brow. 
How terrible it were to common ſenſe, 
To write a ſatire, which gave none offence? + 
And, fince from //e I take the draughts you ſee, 
If men diſlike them, do they cenſure me? : 
On then, my muſe! and fools, and knaves expoſe, 
And ſince thou canſt not make a Hrienl, make foes + 
The fool, and knave tis glorious to offend, 
And godlike an attempt the world to mend; _ 
The world, where lucky throws to blockheads fall, 
Anares know the game, and hone/t men pay all. 
How hard for real worth to gain its price ? 
A man ſhall make his fortune in a trice; - 
Tf bleſt with pliant, tho? but ſlender ſenſe, 
Feign'd modeſty, and real impudence. 
A ſupple knee, ſmooth tongue, an eaſy grace, 
A curſe within, a ſmile upon his face, 
A beauteous ſiſter, or convenient wife, 
Are prizes in the lottery of life: 
Genius and virtue they will ſoon defeat, 
And lodge you in the boſom of the great. 
To merit, is but to provide a pain 
From men 8 * what you ought to gain, 
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Mv, DovixGToN, this maxim fail in you, 
Whom my preſaging thoughts already view, _ 
By WaLroLE's conduct fir'd and friendſhip grac'd, 
Still higher in your prince's favour plac'd; | 
And lending, here, thoſe awful councils Ma - 
Which you, abroad, with ſuch ſucceſs obey'd. 
Bear this from one, who holds your friendſhip dear; 
f What molt \ we e wiſh, 1 eaſe we 9 near. 
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To the Rreur HoxourABLs 


Sir SPENCER COMPTON. 


OUND how fir tree tht ambitious wweodbine 
8 5 a grows, | YO 
And breathes her Frets © on the 1 boughs: 
So ſweet the verſe, th' ambitious verſe, ſhould be, 
(O] pardon mine) that hopes ſupport from thee; | 
Thee, Cour rox, born o'er ſenates to preſide, 
Their dignity to raiſe, their councils guide; 
Deep to diſcern, and widely to ſurvey, 
And kingdoms fates, without ambition, weighs 
Of diſtant virtues nice extremes to blend, 
The crow?'s aſſerter, and the people's friend: 
Nor doſt thou ſcorn, amid ſublimer views, 
To liſten to the labours of the muſe; 
Thy ſmiles protect her, while thy talents fire, 
And 'tis but Hal, thy glory to inſpire. 5 
VExꝰ p at a public fame ſo juſtly won, . 
The jealous CEM Es is with ſpleen undone. 
 CanEmEs, for airy penſions of renown, 
Devotes his ſervice to the ate, and crown; | 
All ſchemes he knows, and knowing, all improves, |M 
Tho” Britain's thankleſs, (till hir patriot loves: 
But patriots differ; ſome may ſhed their blood, 
_ He drinks ys coffee, for the public good; * if 
8 3 „ Conſults | | 
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Conſults the ſacred ſteam, and there foreſees 


What ſtorms, or ſun-ſhine providence decrees ; 


Knows for each day the weather of our fate: 

A Ouid-nunc is an almanack of ſtate. 

Looy ſmile, and think hig ſtateſman void of uſe. 
Why may not time his ſecret worth produce? 
Since apes can roaſt the choice Caſtanean nut, 
Since /teeds of genius are expert at Put, 

Since half the ſenate Net content can fay, _ 

as nations ſave, and puppies plots betray. 
Wuꝝũu nr makes him model realms, and counſel kings * 

An incapacity for ſmaller things. 

Poor CuxEMEs can't conduct his ow; eſtate, | 
And thence has undertaken Europe's fate, 
| Genmenxo leaves the realm to CyremE s' kill, 
And boldly claims a province higher ſtill, 
To raife a name, th' ambitious boy has got 
At once a bible, and a ſhoulder-knot ; | 
Deep in the ſecret, he looks thro” the whole, 
And pities the dull rogue that /aves his ſoul ; 
To talk with rev'rence you mult take good heed, 
Nor ſhock his tender reaſon with the creed. 
Howe'er, well-bred, in public he complies, 
Obliging friends alone with b/aſphemies, 
PEERAGE is poiſon, good eſtates are bad 

For this diſeaſe ; poor rogues run ſeldom mad, 
Have not attainders brought unhop'd relief, 

And falling flocks quite cur'd an unbelief? 
While the ſun ſhines, BLOUNT talks with wond' rous 
force . 

But thunder mars /, Rall her and wed di House. 
1 Such 
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Such uſeful inſtruments the weather ſhow, 
Juſt as their mercury is high or low. 
Harn chiefly keeps an atheiſt in the dark 
A fever argues better than a Clarke : 
Let but the logic in his pulſe decay, 
The Erecian he'll renounce, and learn to pray; 
While C— mourns with an unfeigned zeal 
5 Th' apoſtate youth, who reaſon'd once ſo well, 
 C—, who makes ſo merry with the creed, 
| He almoſt thinks he diſbelieves indeed ; | 
But only thinks ſo ; to give both their due, 
Satan, and he, believe, and tremble too, 
Of ſome for glory ſuch the boundleſs rage, 
That they're the blackeſt ſcandal of their age. 
Nakcissus the Tartarian club diſclaims, 
Nay, a /ree-maſon with ſome terror Names, 
Omits no duty, nor can envy ſay 
He miſs'd theſe many years the church, or ir ples 
He makes no noiſe in parliament, tis true; | 
But pays his debts, and vi/it, when 'tis due; 
His character and gloves are ever clean, 
And then, he can out-bow the bowing dear ; 
A ſmile eternal on his lip he wears, 55 
Which equally the wiſe and worthleſs ſhares. | 
In gay fatigues this moſt undaunted chief, 15 
Patient of idleneſ beyond belief, 1 
Moſt charitably lends the town his face, | 
For ornament, in ev'ry public place; 
As ſure as cards, he to th' aſſembly comes, 
And is the furniture of drawing- rooms. 5 ij 
When ombre calls, his hand and heart are free, i 
1 And, | Join d to two, he fails not—to make three. —_ 
| | 6 4 | Nak- 
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Nakciss us is the glory of his race: | 
For who does nothing with a better grace? 

To deck my liſt, by nature were deſign'd 

Such ſhining expletives of human kind, 5 
Who want, while thro' blank life they dream along, 
_ Senſe to be right, and paſſion to be wrong. 
To counterpoiſe this hero of the ode, 

Some for renown are / ngular and odd; 

What other men diſſike, is ſure to pleaſe 
Of all mankind theſe dear Antipodes ; 
Thro' pride, not malice, they run counter aint, 

And 5 are their days of drefling i/!. 

AEB is a fool, and F— a fage, 

S$—Ly will fright you, E— engage, 

y nature ſtreams run backward, flame dabande;” 

Stones mount, and S—x is the week of friends. 
Tazy take their reſt by day, and wake by night, 

And bluſh if you ſurpriſe them in the right, 3 
If they by chance blurt outs 'ere well aware, 

A ſwan is white, or Q =y 1s fair. 
NoTHING exceeds in ridicule, no __ 
A fool in faſhion, but a fool that's out ; 

His paſſion for abſurdity's ſo ſtrong, | 
He cannot bear a viva in the wrong. 

Tho' wrong the mode, comply; more ſenſe i is ſhown 
In wearing others follies, than your own. 
If what is out of faſhion moſt you prize, 
Methinks you ſhould endeavour to be w/e. 
But what in oddneſs can be more ſublime 
Than S—, the foremoſt teyman of his time? 
His nice ambition lyes in curious fancies, 
His daughter's portion a rich /he// enhances, 


And 
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5 And ASHMOLE'S baby-houſe i is, in his view, 
 Britannia's golden mine, a rich Peru! 
How his eyes languiſh ? how his thoughts adore 
That painted coat which Josern never wore? 
He ſhews on Holidays a ſacred pin, 
That touch'd the ruff, that touch'd queen Bxss 's chin. | 
_& SINCE that great dearth our chronicles deplore, 
&« Since the great plague that ſwept as many more, 
« Was ever year unbleſt as h? he'll cry, 
lt has not brought us one new butterfly!” 
In times that ſuffer ſuch learn'd men as theſe, | 
Unhappy J—v ! how came you to pleaſe ? 
Nor gaudy butterflies are L1co's game; 
But, in effect, his chace is much the ſame. 
Warm in purſuit, he levcer all the great, 
Stanch to the foot of title and ęate. 
Where-e'er their Jordſpips go, they never find, 
Or Lico, or their ſhadeaus lag behind; _ 
He /ets them ſure, where'er their 22 run, 
Cloſe at their elbows as a morning-dun ; - 
As if their grandeur, by contagion, wrought, 
And /ame was, like a fever, to be caught: 
But after ſeven years dance from place to place, 
The + Dane is more familiar with his grace. 
Wno'p be a crutch to prop a rotten peer; 
Or living pendant, dangling at his ear, 
For ever whiſp'ring ſecrets, which were blown 
For months before, by trumpets, thro' the town? 
Who'd be a glaſ, with flattering grimace, 
Still to rellect the emper of his face; 


5 A Dan dog . . 
. Or 
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8 Or happy hin to ſlick upon his ſleeve, 


When my Jord's gracious, and vouchſafes it leave; | 
Or cuſhion, when his heavineſs ſhall pleaſe 
To loll, or thump it for his better eaſe ; 


ET Or a vile butt, for noon, or night beſpoke, 


When the peer ra/hly ſwears he'll club his joke? 
Who'd ſhake with laughter, tho” he cou'd not find 
His lordſhip's jeſt; or, if his noſe broke wind, 
For bleſſings to the gods profoundly bow, 


That can cry chimney-ſweep, or drive a plough” 


With terms like theſe how mean the tribe that cloſe? 

| Scarce meaner they, who terms, like theſe, inopaſes 
Bur what's the tribe moſt likely to comply? 

The men of ink, or antient authors lie 
The writing tribe, who ſhameleſs au@ions hold 
Of praite, by inch of candle to be ſold. 

All men they flatter, but themſelves the moſt 
With deathleſs fame, their everlaſting boaſt: 
For fame no cully makes ſo much her jeſt, 


As her old conſtant ſpark, the bar̃d profeſt. 


BIE ſhines in council, M r in the fight, 
1% p—I—n's magnificent ; but I can write. 
< And what to my great ſoul like glory dear?” 
Till ſome god whiſpers in his tingling ear, 

"That /ame's unwholſome taken without meat, 

And life is beſt ſuſtain'd by what is eat: _ 
Grown /ean, and wiſe, he curſes what he writ, 
And. wiſhes all his wants were in his a. 


An! what avails it, when his dinner's loſt, 


That his triumphant name adorns a 2? 
Or that his ſhining page, (provoking fate!) 
- Defends ſirloins, which ſons of dulneſs cat? 
„%%% ( 
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Waar foe to verſe without compaſſion hears: 

What cruel preſe-mas can refrain from tears? 

When the poor muſe, for leſs than half a crown, 

A praſtitute on every bulk in town, a 
With other whores undone, tho' net in print, 

Clubs credit for genera in the aint? 

Ys bards! why will you ſing, tho? uninſpir'd : 
Ye bards ! why will you /farve, to be admir” d ? 
Defun# by Pnoxzus' laws, beyond redreſs, _ 
Why will your Hectres haunt the frighted preis ? 
Bad metre, that excre/cence of the head, 

Like hair, will ſprout, altho' the poet's FIR) 

Ax other trades demand, verſe- makers beg 5 
A dedication is a wooden: leg; 5 

A barren Labeo, the true mumper's ſaſbion, 

Expoſes borrow'd brats to move compaſion. 

Tho' ſuch myſelf, vile bards I diſcommend, 
Nay more, tho' gentle Damon is my /7ierd. 

« Is't then a crime to write ?”—If talents rare 

Proclaim the god, the crime is to /orbear : 

For ſome, tho few, there are large-minded men, 

Who watch unſeen the labours of the pen, | 
Who know the muſe's worth, and therefore court, 

Their deeds her theme, their bounty her ſupport, 
Who ſerve, unask's the loaf? pretence to wit; 

My ſole excuſe, alas! for having writ. | DEE” 
Will H r pardon, if I dare commend  ' MI 
H——rT, with zeal, a patron, and a friend? 
A -x true wit is ſtudious to reſtore ! | 

And Dx ſmiles, if Phoznus ſmil'd before, | tu 
xx in years the long-lov'd arts admires, 11 
And HENRIETTA like a muſe inſpires, JJV 

Bur 1 


4 
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Bur ah ! not inſpiration can obtain | 
That fame, which poets languiſh for in vain. 

How mad their aim, who thirſt for glory, ſtrive 
To graſp what no man can poſleſs alive? 

Fame's a rever/jon in which men take place 
(0 late reverſion) at their own deceaſe. 

This truth ſagacious LinTor knows ſo well, 

He /tarves his authors, that their works may ell. 
Tua /ame is wealth, fantaſtic poets cry; 
That wealth is fame, another clan reply, 

Who know no guilt, no ſcandal but in rags, 
And well in juſt proportion to their bags, 
Nor only the low-born, deform'd, and old, 

Think glory nothing but the beams of gold; 

The firſt young lord, which in the all you meet, 
Shall match the verieſt hunks in Lombard-ftrect, 
From reſcu'd candle's ends who rais'd a ſum, 

And ſtarves to join a penny to a plumb, 

A beardleſs miſer? *tis a guilt unknown 
Io former times, a ſcandal all our own. 

Or ardent lovers, the true modern hand 
Will mortgage CELra to redeem their /and. 
For love, young, noble, rich CasTaL1o dies; 
Name but the fair, love ſwells into his eyes. 
Divine Moximia, thy fond fears lay down; 


Do rival can prevail, but —half a crown. 


Hr glories to late times to be convey'd, 
Not for the poor he has reliev'd, but made. 
| Not ſach ambition his great fathers fir'd, 
When HARRY conquer 'd, and half France expir d. 
He'd be a ſlave, a pimp, a dog for gain, 
Nay, a dull /heriff for his golden chain, 
3 N RE | « Whro'r 
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e Wyo'p be a ſlave?” the gallant colonel cries, 
While love of glory ſparkles from his eyes. 
To deathleſs fame he loudly pleads his right,” 
Juſt is his title, For I will not gt: 
All ſoldiers valour, all divines have grace, 
As maids of honour beauty,—by their place. 
But, when indulging on the laſt campaign, 
His lofty terms climb o'er the hills of ſlain, 
He gives the foes he ſlew, at each vain word, 
A ſweet revenge, and half abſolves his ſword. 
Or boaſting more than of a bomb afraid, 
A foldier ſhould be modeſt as a maid 
Fame is a bubble the reſery'd enjoy; 
Who ſtrive to graſp it, as they touch, . 
Tis the world's debt to deeds of high degree; 
But if you pay yourſelf, the world is free. 
WERE there no tongue to Penn them but bis own, 
Avus rus' deeds in arms had ne' er been known. 
Auvcusrus' deeds; if that ambiguous name 
Confounds my reader, and miſguides his aim, 
such is the prince's worth, of whom J ſpeak, 
The Rom Ax would not bluſh at the miſtake. 


8 ATI R E V. 
on W 0 M E N. 


0 faireſt of n hit and 3% 
Of all God's works! creature in whom excelld 
Whatever can to fight, or thought be form'd 
Holy, divine, good, amiable, or feet / 
How art thou loſt ——— _ MiLToON, 


'OR reigns ambition in bold nan Moe | 
Soft /emale hearts the rude invader own. 

But there, indeed, it deals in nicer things 
Than routing armies, and dethroning Rings. 
Attend, and you diſcern it in the fair 
Conduct a finger, or reclaim a hair; 
Or row] the lucid orbit of an eye; 
Or in full joy elaborate a /h. 

Taz ſex we honour, tho' their faults we dame 4. 
Nay thank their faults for ſuch a uiiſul theme. 
A theme, fair ! doubly kind to me, 

Since ſatirizing theſe, is praiſing hee; | 

Who would'ſt not bear, too modeſtly reſin'd, 
A panegyric of a groſſer kind. 
B AITANNIA's daughters, much more /a:r than nice, 
Too fond of admiration, loſe their price; 
Worn in the public eye, give cheap delight 
To throngs, and tarniſh to the ſated ſight. 
As unreſerv'd, and beauteous, as the ſun, 
Thro' "Ty fin of vanity they run; 
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Aſſemblies, parks, coarſe feaſts in city- halle, 
Lectures, and trials, plays, committees, balls, 
Welle, bedlams, executions, Smithfield ſcenes, 

And fortune-tellers caves, and lions dens, 

Taverns, exchanges, bridzwells, drawing-rooms, 
Inſtallments, pillories, coronations, tombs, 

Tumblers, and funerals, puppet-ſhows, reviews, 
Sales, races, rabbets, (and till ſtranger ) peavs.. 
CLarinDa's boſom burns, but burns for ame; 

And love lyes vanquiſh'd in a cbler flame: 
Warm gleams of hope ſhe, now, diſpenſes; then, 
Like April ſuns, dives into clouds again. 

With all her luſtre, zb, her lover warms ; 
Then, out of oſtentation, hids her charms, _ 
Tis, next, her pleaſure ſweetly to complain, 


And to be taken with a ſudden pain; 


Then ſhe ſtarts up, all extaſy and bliſs, 
And is, ſweet ſoul! juſt as ſincere in this. 
O how ſhe rolls her charming eyes in pig 
And looks delightfully with all her might! 
But, like our heroes, much more brave than wiſe, 
Shs conquers for the ?riumph, not the prize, | 
Z ARA reſembles ina crown'd with ſnows; 
Without ſhe freezes, and within ſhe glows: 
Twice ere the ſun deſcends, with zeal inſpir'd, 
From the vain converſe of the world retir d, 
She reads the p/alms, and chapters for the day 
In CLEOPATRA, or the laſt new play, 
Thus gloomy ZaRA with a ſolemn grace 
Deceives mankind, and /:des behind her face, 
Nom far beneath her in renown is ſhe, # 
Who, thro' good-breeding, is ill company; 


Whole 


* 
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Whoſe manners will not let her larum ceaſe, 
Who thinks you are unbappy, when at peace; 
To find you news, who racks her ſubtile head, 


And vows ——that her great-grandfather is dead. 


A DEARTH of words a woman need not fear, 
But 'tis a taſk indeed to learn 79 hear. 
In that the ſkill of converſation How. | 


That /hews, or makes you both polite, and wiſe, 


ZANTIPPE cries, Let nymphs who nought can 


, 

4 Be loſt in ſilence, and reſign the 49 3 
And let the guilty wife her guilt confeſs 
„% By tame behaviour, and a ſoft addreſs,”? 

Thro' virtue, /he refuſes to comply 

With all the dictates of humanity; 

Thro' wiſdom, He refuſes to ſubmit 


To wiſdom's rules, and raves to prove her wit g 


Then, her unblemiſh'd honour to maintain, 
Rejects her huſband's kindneſs with diſdain. 
But if by chance an ill-adapted word 

Drops from the lip of her unwary lord, 

Her darling china in a whirlwind ſent 

Juſt intimates the lady's diſcontent. 


_ W1xE may indeed excite the meekeſt dame; 
But keen ZaxT1PPE, ſcorning borrow'd flame, 
Can vent her thunders, and her lightnings play, | 


O'er cooling gruel, and compoſing tea. 


Nor reſts by night, but more fincere than nice, 


She halbes the curtains with her 42d advice. 
Doubly, like echo, ſound is her delight, 
And the /a/? word is her eternal right, 


Is' 
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Is't not enough plagues, wars, and famines riſe 

To laſh our crime s, but muſt our wives be auiſe? 
Famine, plague, war, and an unnumber'd throng 

of guilt-avenging ills, to man belong: 

What black, what ceaſeleſt care beſiege our ſtate? 

What Arbele we feel from /ancy, and from fate? 

If fate forbears us, fancy ſtrikes the blow; 

We make misfortune, ſuicides in woe. 

Superfluous aid! unneceſſary {kill ! 

Is nature backward to torment or kill? _ 

How oft the 70072, how oft the midnight bell, 

(That iron tongue of death !) with ſolemn del, 

On /?lly's errands as we vainly roam, 

Knocks at our hearts, and 245 our Wong from 

home 

Men drop ſo faſt, ere life's mid "0 we tread, 

Few know ſo many friends alive, as dead. 

Yet, as immortal, in our up-hill chace 

We preſs coy fortune with unſlacken'd pace ; 

Our ardent labours for the th we ſeek, 

Join night to day, and Sunday to the weck. 

Our very joys are anxious, and expire 

Between ſatliety and ferce defrre. 

Now what reward for all this grief and toll, 

But one? a female friend's endearing ſmile ; H 

A. tender ſmile, our ſorrow's only balm, 

And, in life's tempeſt, the ſad ſailor's calm. 
| How have I ſeen a gentle ere draw nigh, 
Peace in her air, perſuaſion in her eye3- 

Victorious tenderneſs ! it all o'ercame, 


Husbands look d mild, and /avages grew tame. 


3 
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Tur Slow race our active nymphs purſue ; * 
Man is not all the game they have in vie: 
In woods and ſields their glory they less; 
There maſter Bxrr leaps a five-barr'd gate; 
While fair 77/5 CHARLES to toilets is confin'd, 
Nor raſhly tempts the barbarous fun and wind. 
Some nymphs affect a more heroic breed, 
And vault from hunters to the manag d ſteed, 
Command his prancings with a martial air, 
And FonsRr has the forming of the fair. | 
Mok than one ſteed muſt DEL1A's empire feel, 
Who ſits triumphant o'er the flying wheel; 
And as ſhe guides it thro' th' admiring throng, 
With what an air ſhe imacks the Alken thong? 
| Graceful as Joan, ſhe moderates the reins, 
And whiſtles ſweet her diuretic ſtrains. 
SESOSTRI1S-like, ſuch charioteers as theſe 
May drive fix harneſs'd monarchs if they pleaſe, 
They drive, row, run, with love of glory ſmit, 


| Leap, ſwim, ſhoot flying, and pronounce on wit. - 


O' R the Belle-Lettre lovely DHE reigns 3 
AGAIN the god APOLLO wears her chains; | 


With legs toſs'd high on her ſophęe ſhe ſits, 


Vouchſaſing audience to contending wits : 


Of each performance ſhe's the final teſt ; 
One act read o'er, ſhe propheſies the relt;z 
And then pronouncing with decifive air, - | 
Fully convinces all the town. he fair. ( : 
Had lovely Daeaxe HEcaTESSA's face, 

How would her elegance of taſte decreaſe? 
Some ladies judgment in their /eatures lyes. 

And all their genius ſparkles from their eyes. 


Bur 
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Bor hold, ſhe cries, lampooner ! have a care; 
Muſt I want common ſenſe, becauſe I'm fair? 
O no: ſee STELLA, her eyes ſhine as bright, 
As if her tongue was never in the right, 
And yet what real learning, judgment, fire ! 
She ſeems inſpir'd, and can herſelf inſpire: 
How then, (if malice rul'd not all the fair) 
Could DarHNe publiſh, and could ſhe forbear ? 
We grant that beauty is no bar to ſenſe, 75 
| Nor i is't a ſanction for impertinence. | 
SEMPRONIA lik'd her man, and well ſhe might; 8 
The youth in perſon, and in parts was bright; 
Poſſeſs'd of ev'ry virtue, grace, and art, 
That claims juſt empire o'er the female heart. 
He met her paſſion, all her ſighs return'd, 
And in full rage of youthful ardour burn'd. 
Large his poſſeſſions, and beyond her own: 
Their bliſs the theme, and envy of the town, 
The day was fix d; when with one acre more 
In ſtepp'd deform'd, debauch'd, diſeas'd threeſcores 
The fatal ſequel. I thro' ſhame forbear. | 
Of pride, and av'rice who can cure the fair? 
Max's rich with little, were his judgment true; 
Nature is frugal, and her wants are few; 
Thoſe few wants anſwer'd bring ſincere delights, 
But, fools create themſelves new appetites. 
Fancy and pride ſeek things at vaſt expence, 
Which reliſh nor to reaſon, nor ro ſenſe. 
When ſurfzit or unthankfulneſs deſtroys, 
In nature's narrow ſphere, our ſolid joys, 
In farcy's airy land of noiſe and ſhow, 
Where nought but dreams, no real pleaſures grow, 
Like 
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Like cats in air pumps, to ſubſiſt we ſtrive = 


On joys too thin to keep the ſoul alive. 
LEMIRA's ſick, make haſte, the doctor call. 

He comes: but where's his patient? at the ball. 
The doctor ſtares, her woman curt'ſies low, 0 
And cries, (My lady, fir, is always ſo. 

1 Diverſſoun put her maladies to flight; 


True, ſhe can 't and, but ſhe can dance all night. — 


I've known my lady (for ſhe loves SI | 


« For fevers take an opera in June. 
And tho' perhaps you'll think the practice bold, 
A midnight park is ſov'reign for a cold. 
With cholics, breakfaſts of green fruit agree; 


* 
N 


With zudigeſtions, ſupper juſt at three.“ 


A ſtrange alternative, replies Sir H—s, 


Muſt women have a doctor, or a dance? 


Tho' ſick to death, abroad they ſafely roam, 
But droop and die, in perfect health, at home. 


For want——- but not of health, are ladies ill, 
And tickets cure beyond the doctor's bill. | 
ALas! my heart, how languiſhingly fair 


Von lady lolls? with what a tender air? 
Pale as a young dramatic author, when 
Oeer darling lines fell CiSBER waves his pen. 
Is her lord angry, or has * Veny chid? _ 
Dead is her father, or the maſk forbid? 
* Late ſitting up has turn'd her roſes white.” 


Why went ſhe not to bed! * Becauſe twas night.” 


Did ſhe then dance, or play? © Nor this, nor that.” 
Well, night oon ſteals away in pleaſing chat. 


* Lag-dog. 


« No, 
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„No, all alone, her pray rs ſhe rather choſe, 

4 Than be that wretch to ſleep till morning roſe.” 
Then lady CyxTH14, miſtreſs of the ſhade, 
Goes, with the /a/hionable owls, to bed. 

This her pride covets, this her health denies; 

| Her ſoul is ſilly, but her body's wiſe, 

oOrukxs with curious arts dim charms revive, 
100 triumph in the bloom of #/7y-five, 

You in the morning a air nymph invite, 

To keep her word a brown one comes at night; 
Next day ſhe ſhines in gloſſy act, and then, 

Revolves into her native red again. 

Like a dove's neck, ſhe ſhifts her tranſient charms, 

And is her own dear rival in your arms. 
Bur one admirer has the painted laſs, 

. Nor finds that one, þut in her looking-glaſs. 
| Yet Lavra's beautiful to ſuch exceſs, 
That all her art ſcarce makes her pleaſe the leſc. 
To deck the female cheek he only knows, 
Who paints leſs fair the /:/ly and the ro/e. 
How gay they ſmile ? ſuch bleſſings nature pours, ” 
O'er-ſtock'd mankind enjoy but half her ſtores : 
In diſtant wilds, by human eyes unſeen, 

She rears her flow'rs, aud ſpreads her velvet green, 

Pure gurgling rills the lonely deſart trace, 

And waſte their muſic on the ſavage race. 

Ts nature then a niggard of her bliſs ? 

Repine we guiltleſs i in a world like this? 

But our lewd taſtes her lawful charms refuſe, 

And painted arts deprav'd allurements chuſe. 

Such FuLv1a's paſſion for the town, freſh air 
(An odd effect!) gives vapours to the fair: 
\ | ho 9 * 
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Green fields, and ſhady groves, and chryſtal ſprings, 
And larks, and nightingales, are odious things; 


But ſmoke, and duſt, and noiſe, and crowds delight; 


And to be preſs'd to death tranſports her quite. 
Where ſilver riv Jets play thro* flow'ry meads, 


And woodbines give their ſweets, and /imes their ſhades, 
Black kennels abſent odours ſhe regrets, 


And ſtops her noſe at beds of violets. 
Is ſtormy life preferr'd to the ſerene ? 


Dr is the public to the private ſcene ? 
Ketir'd, we tread a ſmooth, and open way; 


Thro' briars, and brambles in the world we ſtray, 


Sti oppoſition, and perplex'd debate, 


And thorny care, and rank and /tinging hate, 
Which choak our paſſage, our career controul, 


And wound the firmeſt temper of our ſoul. 
O ſacred ſolitude ! divine retreat! _ 
Choice of the prudent ! envy of the great! 


By thy pure ſtream, or in thy waving ſhade, 
We court fair wiſdom, that celeſtial maid : 


The genuine offspring of her lov'd embrace, 
(Strangers on earth!) are innocence and peace. 


There, from the ways of men laid ſafe aſhore, 
We ſmile to hear the diſtant tempeſt roar; 


There, bleſs'd with health, with buſineſs unperplex'd, 
This life we reliſh, and enſure the next ; 
There too the muſes ſport; theſe nunibers free, 


Pierian EasTBury |! owe to thee. 
TRA ſport the muſes ; but not there alone: 


Their ſacred force Au ELI A feels in town. 


Nought but a genius can a genius fit; 
A wit herſelf, AuELIA weds a wit. 
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Both wits ! tho' miracles are ſaid to ceaſe, 
| Three days, three wond'rous days! they liv'd in peace; 
With the fourth ſun a warm diſpute aroſe, 
On DUuRFEY's poeſy, and Buxyan's proſe, 
The learned war both wage with equal force, 
And the fifth morn concluded the divorce. 
PHOEBE, tho' ſhe poſſeſſes nothing leſs, 
Is proud of being rich in happineſs. 
Laboriouſſy purſues deluſive toys, 2 
Content with pains, fince they're reputed j joys. 
With what well-acted tranſport will ſhe ſay, 
c Well ſure, we were ſo happy yeſterday ! 
% And then that charming party for 79-1mrrow !” 
Tho! well ſhe knows, *twill languiſh into forrow, + 
But ſhe dares never boaſt the preſent hour; ; 
| So groſs that cheat, it is beyond her pow'r. 
For ſuch is or our weakneſs, or our curſe, 
Or rather ſuch our crime, which ſtill is worſe, 
The preſent moment like a wife we ſhun, 
And ne'er enjoy, becauſe it is our own. 
 PLEASUKES are few, and fewer we enjoy; 
Pleaſure, like guick/ilver, is bright, and coy ; 
We ſtrive to grafp-it with our utmoſt ſkill, _ 
Still it eludes us, and it glitters ſtill : 
If ſeiz'd at laſt, compute your mighty gains, 
What is it, but rank poiſon in your veins ? | 
As FLavia-in her glaſs an angel ſpies, 
Pride whiſpers in her ear pernicious lies; 
Tells her, while ſhe ſurveys a face ſo fine, wg ro 
There's no ſatiety of charms divine: 
Hence, if her lover yawns, all chang'd appears 
Her temper, and ſhe melts ({weet ſoul !) in tears. 
3 E 
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She, fond and young, laſt week, her wiſh enjoy'd, 
In ſoft amuſement all the night employ'; 
The morning came, when STREPHON waking found 
- (Surpriſing fight !) his bride in ſorrow drown d. 
„ What miracle, ſays STREPHON, makes thee weep? | 
“ Ah barbarous man, ſhe cries, how cou'd er. 7 
Men love a iſstreſi, as they love a ; 
= How grateful one to 7ouch, and one to taſte ? 
Vet ſure there is a certain time of day, 
We wiſh our miſtreſs and our meat away: 
But ſoon the ſated appetites return, 
Again our ſtomachs crave, our boſoms burn. 
Eternal love let man, then, never ſwear; "op 
Let women never triumph, nor deſpair; _ 
Nor praiſe, nor blame, too much, the WAI, or chill; = 
Hunger and love are foreign to the au“. 
THERE is indeed a paſſion more refin'd, 
For thoſe few nymphs whoſe charms are of the mind, 
But not of that unfaſhionable ſet 
Is PhilLis: PRHILLISs and her Damon met. 
Eternal love exactly hits her taſte; 
 Pa1LLis demands eternal love at eaſt. 
_ Embracing Pa1LL1s with ſoft-ſmiling eyes, 
Eternal love I vow, the ſwain replies: 


But ſay, my all, my miſtreſs, and my friend! 4 


What day next week th' eternity ſhall end? 
Son nymphs prefer aſtronomy to loves 
Elope from mortal 'men, and range above. 
The fair philoſopher to RowLey flyes, 
Where in a box the whole creation lyes. 
She ſees the planets in their turns advance; 
And ſcorns, PoirtIER, thy ſublunary dance, _ 

5 | Hs N 
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Of DxesaGuLie ſhe beſpeaks freſh air, | 
And Wuls rox has engagemeits with the fair. 
WInAr vain experiments So PHRONIA tries! 
'Tis not in air-pumps the gay colonel dies, 
But tho? to-day this rage of ſcience reigns, 
(0 fickle ſex I) ſoon end her learned pains, - 
Lo! Pos from jurfrER her ors 
Turns out the ſtars, and NEWTON is a fot 

To — turn, ſhe never took the height 
of fri yet is ever in the right. 8 
She ſtrikes each point with native force of ming, : 
ü While puzzl' d learning blunders far behind, 15 


9 85 . 
Graceful to fight, and elegant to thonght, * ** Eee: 


The great are vanquiſh'd, and the ai are dgl. 


ler breeding finiſh'd, and her temper ſweet; 


When ſerious, PT and when gay, ert; 
In glittering ſcenes, o'er her own heart ſevere; 
In crouds, collected; and in courts, ſincere; 
Sincere, and 'warm, with zeal well- underſtood, 
| She takes a noble pride in doing good; 
Vet, not ſuperior to her ſex's cares, 
The mode ſhe fixes by the gown ſhe wears; 
Of /ilks-and china ſhe's the laſt appeal ; 
In theſe great points ſhe /eads the commonweal; 
And if diſputes of empire riſe between 
Mechlin the queen of lace, and Colberteen, 
'Tis doubt! *tis darkneſs ! till ſuſpended fate 
Aſſumes her nod to cloſe the grand debate. 
When ſuch her mind, why will the fair expreſs 
Ther emulation only in their dreſs ? 
BUT oh! the nymph that mounts above the Mies, 
And, gratis, clears religious myſterics ! 
5 — = Reſolv'd 
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Reſolv'd the church's welfare to enſure, 


Hum round about her, and with all his pow'r : 
Extracti ſweet wiſdom from ſo fair a fow'r ? 


SAT. V. 


And make her family a'/ine-cure - 


The theme divine at cards ſhe'll not forget, 


But tales in texts of ſcripture at Piguet: 
In theſe licentious meetings acts the prude, 


And thanks her Mater that her cards are good. 
What angels wou'd theſe be, who thus excel 
In theologics, could they n as well! 


Yet why ſhou'd not the fair her text purſue ? 


Can ſhe more decently the doctor woo? _ 
Tis hard too, ſhe who makes no uſe but chat 
Of her religion, ſhou'd be barr'd in that. 


| I8AAC, A brother of the canting ſtrain, 


When he has knock'd at his own ſkull in vain, 
To beauteous MARCI a often will repair 


Wich a dark text, to light it at the air. 


© how his pious ſoul exults, to find 
Such love for holy men in woman-kind ! 


Charm'd with her learning, with what rapture, he 
Hangs on her loom, like an induſtrious bee ; 


Tus young and gay declining, ABRa flies 


At nobler game, the igbty and the wiſe : 


By nature more an eagle than a dove, 
She impiouſly prefers the world to love. 
Cax wealth give happineſs? look round, and fer 


What gay diſtreſs! what ſplendid miſery! | 


Whatever fortune laviſhly can pour, 

The mind annihilates, and calls for more, 
Wealth is a cheat, believe not what it ſays, 
Like any lord it roy ſer ——and pays. 


on 
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How will the miſer ſtartle to be told 
Of ſuch a wonder, as inſolvent gold? 
What nature want, has an intrinſick weight; 
All more, is but the faſhion of the plate, 
Which, for one moment, charms the ackle view, 
It charms us now, anon we caſt anew; 
To ſome freſh birth of Fancy more inelin' ; 3 
Then wed not acres, but a noble mind. | 
' MisTAKEX lovers, who make worth their care, 
And think accompliſhments will win the fair: 
The fair, tis true, by genius ſhou'd be won, 
As flow'rs unfold their beauties to the /ir: ; 


And yet in female ſcales a fop outweighs, 


And wit muſt wear the w///ow, with the Hays. 
5 Nought ſhines ſo bright in vain LIBERIA'S eye 
As riot, impudence, and perſidy; 

The youth of fire, that has drunk deep, and play e 
And kill'd his man, and triumph'd o'er his maid; 
For him, as yet unhang'd, ſhe ſpreads her charms, 

Snatches the dear deſtroyer to her arms; 
And amply gives, (tho' treated long amiſs) 
| T he man of merit his revenge in this. 
Ir you reſent, and wiſh a worzar ill, 
; But turn her o'er one moment to her /. 
Tux languid lady next appears in ſtate, 
Who was not born to carry her own weight; 
she lolls, reels, ſtaggers, till ſome foreign aid 
To her own ſtature lifts the feeble maid. 
Then, if ordain'd to ſ ſevere a doom, 
She by juſt ſtages, journeys round the room: 
But knowing her own weakneſs, ſhe deſpairs 
To [calc the Alps —— that 1 is, aſcend the fairs, 


H 2 | My 
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5 My fan ! let others ſay who laugh at toil ; : 

Fan! hood! glove! ſcarf! is her ebe ſtile. 

And that is ſpoke with ſuch a dying fall, 

That Betty rather /ees, than hears the =P 4 

The motion of her lips, and meaning eye "i 
Piece out th? idea her faint words deny. 

© liſten with attention moſt profound! 


ler voice is but the ſhadow of a ſound. 


And help! O help! her ſpirits are fo dead, 
One hand ſcarce lifts the other to her head. 
If, there, a ſtubborn pin it triumphs oer, 
She pants! ſhe links away! and is no more. 
Leet the robuſt, and the gigantic carve, 
Life is not worth fo much, ſhe'd rather Rare; | 
But c/eav ſhe muſt herſelf, ah cruel fate! 
That RosaLinDaA can't by proxy eat. 

Ax aulidytèe in female caprice lyes 
(Kind heav'n !) againſt the poiſon of their eyes, 

Tnerrsrzis triumphs in a manly mein, 
| Lond is her accent, and her phraſe obſcene. 
In fair and open dealing where's the ſhame ? 
What nature dares to give, ſhe dares to name. 
This b5ne/t fellow is ſincere, and plain, 
And juſtly gives the jealous huſband pain. 
(Vain is the taſk to petticoats aſſign'd, 
If wanton language ſhews a nated mind.) 
And now -and then, to grace her eloquence, _ 
An oath ſupplies the vacancies of ſenſe. 
Hark ! the ſhrill notes tranſpierce the yielding air, 
And teach the neighb'ring echoes how to ſwear. 
By Jovr, is faint, and for the ſimple ſwain, 
Sue, on the Chriſtian ſyſtem, is prophane. 
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But tho' the volley rattles in your ear, 
_ Believe her dreſs, ſhe's not a granadier. 
If thunder's awful, how much more our dread, 
When Jovs deputes a lady in his ſtead : ; 
A lady! pardon my miſtaken pen, 
A ſhameleſs woman is the worlt ef nen. 
Fw to good-breeding make a juſt pretence, | 

Good- breeding is the bloſſom of good ſenſe ; 
The laſt reſult of an accompliſh'd mind, 
With outward grace, the body's virtue, join d. 
A violated decency now reigns, 
And nymphs for failings take peculiar pains, 
With Iudian painters modern ?ca/?s agree, 
The point they aim at is deformity : 
They throw their'perſons with a Hoyden air | 
Acroſs thegzggom, and %% into the chair. 

So far th&Fommerce with mankind is gone, 
They, for our manners, have exchang'd their own. 
The modeſt look, the caſtigated grace, | 
The gentle movement, and flow-meaſur'd a9 
For which her lovers dy'd, her parents pray'd, 
Are indecorums with the , maid. | 
Stiff forms are bad, but let not worſe intrude, 
Nor conquer art, and nature, to be rude. 


— 


Modern good-breeding carry to its height, 


And lady D— ſelf will be polite, f 
- Ye riſing fair! ye bloom of Britain's iſle ! 
When high-born AxxA with a ſoften'd ſmile 4 
Leads on your train, and ſparkles at your head, 


What ſeems molt hard, is not to be well-bred. 


Her bright example with ſucceſs purſue, 
And all, but adoration, 1s your due, 
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„Bur 1 give me ſomething more, 
| Cries LyCE, on the borders of threeſcore. 


 Nought treads ſo ſilent as the foot of time; 


Hence we miſtake our autumn for our prime. 
lis greatly wiſe to know, before we're . 
The melancholy news that we grow old. 

Autumnal Lyce carries in her face 

Memento mori to each public place. 

O how your beating breaſt a miſtreſs warms, 

Who looks thro' ſpectacles to ſee your charms! 

While rival azgdertaters hover round, 
And with his ſpade the ſexton marks the ground, 


Intent not on her own, but others doom, 
_ © $he plans new conqueſts, and de/rauds the tomb. 


In vain the cock has ſummon'd /prites away, 
She walks at noon, and blaſts the bloom of day. 
Say rainbow ſilks her mellow charms infold, | 
And nought of Lyce but herſelf is old. 
Her grizzled locks aſſunies ſmirking grace, 
And art has levell'd her deep-furrow'd face. 
Her ſtrange demand no mortal can approve, 
We'll aſk her b/e/ing, but can't aſk her love. 
She grants indeed a lady may decline 
(All ladies but herſelf) at ninety-nizve. _ 
O How unlike her was the ſacred age 
of prudent Po TIA? Her grey hairs engage: 
Whoſe thoughts are ſuited to her life's decline. 
Virtue's the paint that can make wrinkles ſhine, 
That, and that only can old age ſuſtainz 
Which yet all wiſh, nor know they wiſh for pain. | 
Not numerous are our joys, when life is new, 
And yearly ſome are falling of the /ew; 2 
_ 175. uh 
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But when we conquer life's meridian ſtage, 
And downward tend into the vale of ape, 
They drop a-pace; by nature ſome deeay, 
And ſome the blaſts of /or:ure ſweep away 
'Till naked quite of happineſs, - aloud 

We call for death, and ſhelter in a ſhroud. 


WIERE's PoRTIA now? But Po RTIA left behind | 


Two lovely copies of her form and mind. 
What heart untouch'd their early grief can view, 
Like bluſhing roſe-buds dipp'd in morning dew ? 
Who into ſhelter takes their tender bloom, 
And forms their minds to fly from ills to come? 
The mind when turn'd adrift, no rules to guide, Zh 
Drives at the mercy of the wind and tide; | 
Fancy and paſſion toſs it to and fro; 
A- while torment, and then quite nt in woe. 
Le beauteous orphans ! ſince in ſilent duſt 
Vour belt example lyes, my precepts truſt, 
Life ſwarms with ills, the bo/def? are afraid; 
Where then is ſafety for a tender maid 2 : 
Unfit for conflict, round beſet with woes, 
And man, whom lealt ſhe fears, her worſt of fee? ' 
When kind, moſt cruel ; when oblig'd the moſt, 
The leaſt obliging ; and by favours loſt. _ 
Cruel by nature, they for kindneſs hate, 
And ſcorn you for thoſe ills themſelves create, 
If on your fame our ſex a blot has thrown, 
'Twill ever ſtick, thro' malice of your own. 
Moſt hard; in pleaſing your chief glory lyes; 
And yet from pleaſing your chief dangers riſe. 
Then pleaſe the Be/t; and know, for men of lenſe, 


Your Rrongelt charms are native Innocence, 
II 4 3 Arts 
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Arts on the mind, like paint upon the face, 
Fright him, that's worth your love, from your embrace, 7 
In /imple manners all the ſecret lyes, | 
Be kind and virtuous, you'll be bleſt and wiſe. 
Vain /hew, and noiſe, intoxicate the brain, 
Begin with giddineſs, and end in pain. 
Alffect not empty fame, and idle praiſe, 
Which, all thoſe wretches I deſcribe, betrays. | 
Your ſex's glory tis to ſhine antnown ; 
Of all applauſe, be fondeſt of your own, 
Beware the fever of the ] that thirſt 
With which this age is eminently curſt, 
To drink of pleaſure but inflames deſire, 
And abſtinence alone can quench the ſire; 
Take pair from life, and terror from the tomb, 
Give peace in hand, and promile bliſs to come. 


1 
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i d to the Rionr HoxounanLE the 


Lady ELTA E GER MAIN, 
Interdum came & fallin comwiia vocem. Hox. 


SOUGHT a patroneſs, but ſought in vain. 

4 Arorro whiſper'd in my ear“ GCERMAIX.— 
I know her not—* Your reaſon's ſomewhat odd; 

«© Who knows his patron now? reply'd the god. 
e Men write, to ne, and to the aworld, unknown; 
Ihen ſteal great names, to ſhield them from the 
| town. | 

& Detected worth, like beauty * d, 

To covert flies, of praiſe itſeif afraid: 

« Should he refuſe to patronize your lays, 

In yengeance write a volume in her Kae 

& Nor think it hard fo great a length to run; 

92 uM ſuch the theme, twill eaſily be lone." 
| E fair! to draw your excellence at length, 

Eos the narrow bounds of human ſtrength z 

You, here, in miniature your pictures ſee ; 

Nor hope from Zixcks more jultice, than from me. 

My portraits grace your mind, as his your de, 
His portraits will infiame, mine quench your pride! 
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He's dear, you | ſrugal; chuſe my cheaper lay, 
And be your reformation all my pay. 
| Lavinia is polite, but not prophane ; 
'To church as conſtant, as to Drury-lene, 
She decently, in form, pays heav'n its due; - 
And makes a civil viſe to her pew. 

Her lifted fan, to give a ſolemn air, 
Conccals her face, which paſſes for a pray'r : 

_ Curt'fies to curt'ſies, then, with grace ſucceed, 
Not one the fair omits, but at the creed, 
Or if ſhe joins the ſervice, 'tis to ſpeak; | 
Thro' dreadful Alencè the pent heart might break: 
 Vntanght to bear it, women all away 

To God himſelf, and fondly think they pray. 
But feet their accent, and their a air refin'd ; 

For they're before their maker, — and mankind : 
When ladies once are proud of praying well, 
 SaTAN himſelf will toll the pariſh bell. I 
ACQUAINTED with the world, and quite well-bred, | 
Duxus receives her viſitants in bet ; 

But chaſte as ice, this Veſta to defy 

The very blackeſt tongue of calumny, 

When from her ſheets her lovely form ſhe lifes, 
she begs you jv? would turn you, while ſhe /hi/?s. 

Trost charms are greateſt which decline the fight, 
That” makes the banquet poignant and polite, 
There is no woman, where there's no reſerve; 
And 'tis on plenty your poor lovers flarve. 

Bur with the modern fair, meridian merit 
Is a fierce thing, they call a nymph of ſpirit. 
Mark well the rollings of her flaming eye, 

And tread on tiptoe, if you dare draw nigh. 


« Or 
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Or it: you *. lion by the beard, 
„% Or dare defy the fell Hyrcanian pard, 
« Or arm'd rhinoceros, or rough Nuſſian bear,” | 
Firſt make your will; and then converſe with her, 
This lady glories in profuſe expence, 

And thinks diſtraction is magnificence, 

To beggar her gallant is ſome delight, 

To be more fatal ſtill, is exquiſite. 
Had ever nymph ſuch reaſon to be glad? 

In duel fell two lovers, one run mad. 

Her ber their honeſt execrations pour; 

Her /overs only ſhould dete her more. 

Thrice happy they! who think I Wr feigny 

And ſtartle at a miſtreſs. of my brain. 

Px Avia is conſtant to her old gallant, 
And generouſly ſupports him in his want, 

But marriage is a fetter, is a ſnare, IT 

A hell, no lady ſo polite can bear. 


og. She's faithful, ſhe's obſervant, and with pains: 


Her angel- brood of baſtards ſhe maintains, 

Nor leaſt advantage has the fair to plead, 

But that of guilt, above the marriage-bed. 

AMASIA hates a prude, and ſcorns reſtraint; 

Whate'er ſhe 7s, ſhe'll not appear a ſaint: 

Her ſoul ſuperior flies formality ; 

So gay ber air, her conduct is ſo free, 
Some might ſuſpe& the nymph not over. t 
Nor wou'd they be miſtaken, if they ſhou'd. 

UNMARRY'D ABRA puts on formal airs; 
Her cuſhion's thread- bare with her conſtant pray'rs;. 


4 SuAK ESPEA Rx. 


Her 
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Her only grief is, that ſhe cannot be 
At once engag'd in pray'r and charity. 
And this, to do her juſtice, muſt be ſaid, 
e Ichs wou'd not think that ABRA was a ad] 9. 
Sons ladies are too beauteous to be wed, 
For where's the man that's worthy of their bed? 4 
If no diſeaſe reduce her pride before, 
Lavinta will be raviſh'd at threeſcore. 


Then ſhe ſubmits to venture in the dark; 


And nothing now is wanting—but her ſpark. 
Lucie thinks happineſs conſiſts in ſtate; 
She weds an idiot; but ſhe eats in plate. 
Fg goods of fortune, which her ſoul poſſeſs, 

Are but the ground of unmade happineſs; 
The rude material ;. wiſdom add to this, 

_ Wiſdom, the ole artificer of bliſs. 

She from herſelf, if ſo compell d by need, 
Of thin content can draw the ſubtile thread ; 
But (no detraction to her ſacred (kill) 

If ſhe can work in gold, tis better ſtill. | 
Ir TvLri14 had been bleſs'd with half her ſenſe, 
None cou'd too much admire her excellence, 
But ſince ſhe can make error ſhine ſo bright, 
She thinks it vulgar to defend the right. 

Wich underſtanding ſhe is quite o'er-run; 
And by too great accompliſhments Hes J 
With {kill ſhe vibrates her eternal tongue, 
For ever molt divinely in the wrong. 

NAKED in nothing ſhould a Woman. be, 

But veil her very wit with modeſty : 
Let man diſcover, let not her diſplay, 
But yicld her char of mind with lveet delay. 


Pos 
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Fo pleaſure form'd, perverſely ſome believe, 
To make themſelves important, men muſt grieve, 

' LEsBIA the fair, to fire her Jealous lord, 

| Pretends, the fop ſhe laughs at, 1s ador d. 
In vain ſhe's proud of ſecret innocence ; 


= The fact ſhe feigns were ſcarce a worſe 8 


MiRA, endow'd with every charm to bleſs, 
| Has no de/ign but on her huſband's peace : 

He lov'd her much, and greatly was he mov'd 
At ſmall inquietudes i in her he loy'd, _ _— 
Hou charming this?“ The pleaſure laſted long; 
Now every day the fits come thick, and ſtrong: 

At laſt he found the charmer only feign'd, _ 
And was diverted, when he ſhould be pain; 
What greater vengeance have the gods in ſtore ? 
How tedious life, now ſhe can plague no more ? 

She tries a thouſand arts, but none ſucceed : 

She's forc'd a fever to procure indeed © | 

Thus ſtrictly prov'd this virtuous, __ wiſe, 

Her huſband's pain was dearer than her %. 

Axxtous MELAX1a riſes to my view, 

Who never thinks her lover pays his due: 

Viſit, preſent, treat, flatter, and adore ; 

Her majeſty, to-morrow, calls for more. 

His wounded ears complaints eternal fill, 

As unoil'd hinges querelouſly ſhrill. 

« You went laſt night with CELIA to the ball.” 

| You prove it falſe. © Not go? that's worſt of all.” 25 

Nothing can pleaſe her, nothing ct inflame; 

And arrant contradictions are the fame. 
Her lover mult be /ad, to pleaſe her ſpeny | 
: His mirth i is an incxpiable lin : 
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For of all rival that can pain her breaſt, 
There's one, that wounds far deeper than the reſt; 

To wreck her quiet, the moſt dreadful ſhelf 

Is, if her lover dares enjoy himſelf, 

And this, becauſe ſhe's exquiſitely fair. 
Should I diſpute her beauty, how ſhe'd ftare? 
How would MELan1a be ſurpris'd to hear 
She's quite deform'd ? and yet the caſe is clear. 
War's female beauty, but an air divine, 
Thro' which the mind's all-gentle graces ſhine ? 
They, like the ſun, irradiate all between ; 

The body charms, becauſe the ſoul is ſeen. 
Hence, men are often captives of a face, 

They know not why, of no peculiar grace: 

Some forms, tho? bright, no mortal man can bear; 

Some, none /, tho? not exceeding fair, 
AsrasiA's highly born, and nicely bred, 
of taſte refin'd, in life and manners read; 

Yet reaps no fruit from her ſuperior ſenſe, 


But to be teaz'd by her own excellence. 


„„ Folks are ſo aukward ! things ſo unpolite!“ 1” 
She's elegantly pain'd from morn till night. 
Her delicacy's ſhock'd where'er ſhe goes; 
Each creature*s imperfections, are her woes, 
 Heav'n by its favour has the fair diſtreſt, 

And pour'd ſuch bleſſings—that ſhe can't be bleſt. 
Au! why fo vain, tho? blooming in thy ſpring; 
Thou ſhining, frail, ador'd and wretched thing! 
Old age will come, diſeaſe may come before, 
Fifteen is full as mortal as three/core, 

Thy fortune, and thy charms may ſoon decay: 
But grant theſe /agitive prolong their ſtay, 


f Their” 
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Their baſis totters, their foundation ſhakes, | 
Life, that ſupports them, in a moment breaks; 
Then wrought into the ſoul let virtues ſhine, 

The ground eternal, as the work divine. 

JurL1a's a manager, ſhe's born for rule, 

And knows her ier huſband is a fool ; 
Aſſemblies holds, and ſpins the /ubtile thread 
That guides the lover to his fair-one's bed; 
For difficult amours can ſmooth the way, 

And tender letters dictate or convey. 

But if depriv'd of ſuch important cares, 

Her wiſdom condeſcends to leſs affairs, 
For her ow? breakfaſt ſhe'll project a ſcheme, 

Nor tale her tea without a ffratagem; 
Preſides o'er rifles with a ſerious face, 
Important by the virtue of grimace. 
Lapis ſupreme among amuſements reign, 
By nature born to /ooth, and entertain; 
Their prudence in a ſhare of folly lyes. 
Why will they be ſo aweak, as to be wiſe 2 

SYRENA is for ever in extremes, | 

And with a vengeance ſhe commends, or blames. | 
_ Conſcious of her diſcernment, which is good, 

She ſtrains too much to make it underſtood. 

Her judgment juſt, her ſentence is too ſtrong; 

Becauſe ſhe's right, ſhe's ever in the wrong. 
Bux ETra's wiſe in actions great, and rare; 
But ſcorns on ?rifes to beſtow her care. 
Thus ev'ry hour BRUNETTA is to Mane, 

Becauſe th? occaſion is beneath her aim. 

Think nought a rie, tho? it ſmall appear; 

Small ſands the mountain, momepts make the year ; 
ON nr TE A Og And 
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And trifles life. Your cares to trifles give, 
Or you may die, before you truly live. 
| Go breakfaſt with AL EA, there you'll ſee 

Simplex munditiis, to the laſt degree. | 
 Unlac'd her ſtays, her night-gown is unty'd, 
And what ſhe has of head-dreſs is afide, 
She drawls her words, and waddles in her pace; 
Unwaſh'd her hands, and much beſnuff d her face. 
A nail uncut, and head uncomb'd ſhe loves; 

And would draw on jack-boots, as ſoon as gloves. 
Gloves by queen BESS's maidens might be mit, 
Her bleſſed eyes ne'er ſaw a female „f. 
Lovers beware! to wound how can ſhe fail 

With ſearlet finger, and long jetty nail? 

For H x the firſt aw/# ſhe cannot be, 

Nor cruel R——D the firſt 2 for thee; 

Since full each other ſtation of renown, 
Who would not be the greateſt 77apes in town ? 
Women were made to give our eyes delight; 
A female floven is an odious fight. 

Faik IS ABELL A is fo fond of /ame, 

That her dear /elF is her eternal theme; 
Thro' hopes of contradiction oft” ſhe'll ſay, 
« Methinks I look ſo wretchedly to-day !” 
When moſt the world applauds you, moſt beware 
Tis often leſs a ble/jing than a ſnare, 
Diiſtruſt mankind; with your own heart confer ; "= 
And dread even Here to find a flatterer. 

The breath of others raiſes our renown; 
Our owz as ſurely blows the pageant down: 

Take up no more than you by worth can claim, 
Leſt ſoon you prove a bart in your fame. 


Bur 
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Bor own I muſt, in this perverted age, 
Who moſt deſerve, can't always moſt engage. 
So far is worth from making glory ſure, 
It often hinders what it /hou/d procure. 
Whom praiſe we 929/? ? the virtuous, brave, and wiſe? 
No; wretches, whom in ſecret we deſpiſe. 
And who ſo blind, as not to ſee the cauſe? 
No rival's rais'd by ſuch diſcreet applauſe; 
And yet, of credit it lays in a ſtore, 
By which our ſpleen may wound true worth the more, 
Lavies there are who think ohe crime is all; 
an women, then, no way but baciward fall? 
So ſweet is that one crime they don't purſue, 
To pay its lols they think all others /ew. 
Who hold that crime fo dear, muſt never claim 
Of injur'd modeſiy the ſacred name. 
Bor CL 10 thus. What, railing without end? 
&« Mean taſk ! how much more generous to commend ?* 
Yes, to commend as you are wont to do, 
My kind igHHructor, and example too. 
Darnxis, ſays CL Io, has a charming eye: 
What pity 'tis her ſhoulder is awry ? 
As pPAsIA's ſhape indeed —but then her air 
* The man has parts who finds deſtruction there. 
* ALMER1A's wit has ſomething that's divine; 
And wit's enough—how few in all things ſhine ? 
SELINA ſerves her friends, relieves the poor 
Who was it ſaid SELINA's near threeſcore? 
At Lucia's match I from my ſoul rejoice, 
The world congratulates fo wiſe a choice; 
4% His lordſhip's rent- roll is exceeding great — 


But mortgages will ſap the belt eſtate. 


ce 
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© InSnrxLEy's form might cherubims appear, 
* But then—ſhe has a /+eci/e on her ear.” 
Without a but, HoxTzws1A ſhe commends, 
The firſt of women, and the beſt of friends; 
Owns her in perſon, wit, fame, virtue bright: 
But how comes this to paſs ?---ſhe dy'd laſt night. 
Tus nymphs commend, who yet at ſatire rail: 
Indeed that's needleſs, if ſuch praiſe prevail; 
And whence ſuch praiſe? our virulence is thrown 
On others fame, thro' fondneſs for our own, 
Or rank, and riches proud, Crtora frowns; 
For are not coronets akin to crowns 2. 

Her greedy eye, and her ſublime addreſs 

'The height of avarice and pride confeſs. 

You ſeek perfectiohs worthy of her rank; 

| Go, ſeek for her perfections at the bank. 

Buy wealth unquench'd, by reaſon uncontroul'd, 

For ever burns her ſacred thirſt of gold. 

As fond of five-pence, as the verieſt cit, 

And quite as much deteſted, as a wit. 

Can gold calm pafion, or make reaſon ſhine ? 
can we dig peace, or wiſdom from the mine? 
Wiſdom to gold prefer; for tis much leſs 
To make our fortune, than our happineſs. 
That happineſs which great ones often ſee, 
With rage and wonder, in a low degree, 
Themſelves unbleſt: the poor are only poor; 
But what are they who drog9p amid their ſtore ? 
Nothing is meaner than a wretch of /tate, 
The happy only are the truly great. 

Peaſants enjoy like appetites with kings, 
And thoſe belt ſatisfied with cheapeſt things. 


Could 
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Could Both our Indies buy but one new ſenſe, 
Our envy wou'd be due to large expence. 
Since not, thoſe pomps which to the great belong, 
Are but poor arts to mark them from the throng. 
See, how they beg an alms of flatteryß? 
They languiſh ! oh ſupport them with a lie? 
A decent competence we fully taſte; _ 
It ſtrikes our ſenſe, and gives a conſtant feaſt 2 
More, we perceive by dint of thought alone; 
The rich mult /abour to poſſeſs their own, 
To feel their great abundance ; and requeſt | 
Their humble friends to he/p them to be bleſt; 
To ſee their treaſures, hear their glory maln, 
Ano aid the wretched impotence of gold. 

Bur ſome, great fouls! and touch'd with warmth. 

divine, | 

Give gold a price, and teach i its beams to ſhine. 
All boarded treaſures. they repute a load, 
Nor think their wealth heir own, till well beſtow'd. 
Grand reſervoirs of public happineſs, 
Thro' /ecret ſtreams diffuſively they bleſs; 


_— 


And while their bounties glide conceal'd from view, 


_ Relieve our wants, and ſpare our bluſhes too. 
But ſatire is my taſk, and theſe deſtroy 
Her gloomy province, and malignant joy. 
Help me, ye miſers ! help me to, complain, 
And blaſt our common enemy, G N: 
But our invectives muſt deſpair ſucceſs; 
For next to praiſe, ſhe values nothing leſs. 
War picture's yonder looſen'd from its frame? 
Or is t ASTURIA, that affected dame ? i 


The 
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The brighteſt forms, thro? afetation, fade 


Too ſtrange new things, which nature never made. 
| Frown not, ye fair! ſo much your ſex we prize, 
We hate thoſe arte that take you from our eyes: 
In ALt.BucinDa's native grace is ſeen 


What you, who labour at perfection, mean. 


Short is the rule, and to be learnt with eaſe, 


Retain your gentle ſelves, and you mu/? pleaſe. 
Here might I ſing of Mtmmia's mincing mein, 
And all the movements of the ſoft machine : 
How two red lips affected zephyrs blow, 

To cool the bo, and inflame the beau: 
While one white Anger, and a thumb, conſpire 
To lift the cup, and make the world admire. 
TA! how 1 tremble at thy fatal ſtream? 


As LETHE, dreadful to the love of ſame. 


What devaſtations on thy banks are ſeen ? £7 


What /hades of mighty names which once have been? 2 
A hecatomb of characters ſupplies 


Thy painted altars daily ſacrifice. 


ons, , , aſpers'd by thee, decay, 
As grains of fineſt ſugars melt away, 
And recommend thee more to mortal taſte : 


Scandals the ſweetner of a female feaſt. 


Bur this inhuman triumph ſhall decline, 
And thy revolting Nazads call for wine; 
Spirits no longer ſhall ſerve ander thee ; 
But reign in thy own cup, exploded tea! 
CiTRONIA's noſe declares thy ruin nigh ; 
And who dares give Ci rRONIA's noſe the lie?“ 


* VII IT. 


TREE 


. 


rr 
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Tux ladies long at men of drink exclaim'd, 
And what impair'd both health, and virtue blam'd ; 

At length to reſcue man, the generous laſs | 
Stole from her conſort the pernicious plaſs. 

As glorious as the Britiſh queen renown'd, 

| Who ſuck'd the poiſon Noi her husband's wound, 
Nos to the gi alone are nymphs inclin'd, 
But every bolder vice of bold mankind. 
O JUVEXAL ! for thy ſeverer rage! 
To laſh the ranker follies of our age. 
Are there among the females of our iſle 
Such favits, At which it is a fault to ie? 
There are. Vice, once by mode/t nature chain'd, 

And legal ties, expatiates unreſtrain'd, 

Without thin gecercy held up to view, 

Naked ſhe ſtalks o'er law, and gaſpel too. 

Our matrons lead ſuch exemplary lives, 

Men ſigh in vain, for cue, but for their av/ve; ; 
Who marry to be ſes, to range the more, 

And wed one man, to wanton with a ſcore. 

Abroad too kind, at home tis ſtedfaſt hate, 

And one eternal tempeſt of debate. 
What foul eruptions from a look moſt meeäk? 
What thunders burſting from a dimpl'd cheek ?. 

Their paſ/ions bear it with a lofty hand; | 

But then, their reaſon is at due command. 

Is there whom you deteſt, and ſeek his life ? 

\ Truſt no ſoul with the ſecret—but his wife. 

Wives wonder that their conduct I condemn, 

And aſk, what kindred is a pore to them? 

Wuar ſwarms of am'rons men 1 ſee? 

And miſſes, antjent in iniquity? 


What 
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What blaſting whiſpers, and what loud declaiming ? 
What lying, drinking, bawding, ſwearing, gaming ? 
- Friendſhip ſo cold, ſuch warm incontinence, 

Such griping av'rice, ſuch profuſe expence, 

Such dead devotion, ſuch a zeal for crimes, 

Such licens'd ill, ſuch maſquerading times, 
Such venal faith, ſuch miſapply'd applauſe, 
such flatter'd guilt, and ſuch inverted laws ; 

Such diſſolution thro? the whole I find, 
*Tis not a world, but chaos of mankind, 

SINCE ſundays have no balls, the well- drels'd belle \ 
Shines in the pew, but ſmiles to hear of Hell; | 
And caſts an eye of ſweet diſdain on all, 

Who liſten leſs to CO xs, than St. Paul. 
Atheiſts have been but rare, ſince nature's birth; 
Till now, ſhe - atheiſts ne'er appear'd on earth. 
Ye men of «deep reſearches, ſay, whence ſprings 
This daring character in tim'rous things? 
Who ſtart at feathers, from an inſect fly, 


5 A match for nothing but the deity. 


Bur, not to wrong the fair, the muſe muſt own, 
In this purſuit they court not fame alone; 
But join to that a more ſubſtantial view, 
6 From thinking free, to be free-agents too.” 
Tax y ſtrive with their own hearts „and hoe — 
„ © 5 
In complaiſance to all the fools in town. 
O how they tremble at the name of prude? 
And die with ſhame at thought of being good? 
For what will AgTzm1s, the rich and gay, . 
What will the wits, that is, the Sende, 1 
They I 
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They heay'n defy, to earth's vile dregs a ſlave, 

Thro' cowardice moſt execrably brave. 

With our own judgments durſt we to comply, 

In virtue ſhould we live, in glory die. © 

Riſe then, my muſe, in honeſt fury riſe; 

They dread a ſatire who defy the ſkies. 
Arkzisrs are few; moſt nymphs a 3 

on, 

And nothing but his attributes e 

From atheiſts far, they ſtedfaſtly believe 

God is, and is almighty to forgive. 

His other excellence they'll not diſpute; 

But mercy, ſure, is his chief attribute. 

Shall pleaſures of a ſhort duration chain 

A lady's ſoul in everlaſting pain? 

Will the great author us poor worms deſtroy, 

For now and then a % of tranſient joy? 

| No, he's for ever in a ſmiling mood; | 

He's like themſelves; or how could he be good ? 

And they blaſpheme who blacker ſchemes ſuppoſe. — 

Devoutly, thus, JEHovanH they depoſe, 

The pure! the j/7! and ſet up in his Read 

A deity that's perfectly wel/-bred.. 

«© DEAN T-—L v! be ſure the beſt of men; 
e Nor thought he more, than thought great OxIGEx. 
% Tho?” once upon a time he miſbehav'd ; 

. Poor SATAN! doubtleſs he'll at length be ſav d. 
Leet prieſts do ſomething for their one in ten; 
It is their trade; ſo far they're honeſt men. 
/< Let them cant on, ſince they have got the knack, 
« And dreſs their notions, like themſelves, in lack; 


* richt 
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e Fright us with terrors of a world unknown, 

« From joys of this, to keep them all their own, 

« Of carth's fair fruits, indeed, they claim a fee ; 

« But then they leave our untith'd virtue free. 

« Virtue's a pretty thing to make a ſhow: 

« Did ever mortal write like Rocuzroucaurt?” 

Thus pleads the devil's fair apologiſt, 

And pleading, ſafely enters on his liſt, 

LE angel - forms angelic truths . 

Nature disjoins the beauteous and prophaiſb. = 

For what's true beauty, but fair virtue's 

Virtue made vi/ib/e in outward grace? 

She, then, that's haunted with an impious wind; 

The more ſhe charms, the more ſhe /hocks mankind. 
Bur charms decline; the fair long vigils keep: 

They ſleep no more! * ®zadri/le has murder'd ſleep, 

“% Poor K---p! cries Livia; I have not been there 

“ Theſe two nights; the poor creature will deſpair, 

« hate a crowd----but to do good, you knoW--- 

« And people of condition ſhou'd beſtow,” _ 

Convinc'd, o'ercome, to K---e's grave matrons run, 

Now ſet a daughter, and now /take a ſon ; | 

Let health, fame, temper, beauty, Forte: fly; 

And beggar half their race — thro' charity. 

| IMMORTAL were we, or elſe mortal gruite, 

J leſs ſhou'd blame this criminal delight; 

But fince the gay aſſembly's gayeſt room 

Is but an upper ſtory to ſome tomb, 

Methinks we need not our /hort beings ſhun, 

And, thought to fly, contend to be undone, 


* SHAKESPEARE, 
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We need not buy our ruin with our crime, | 
And give eternity to murder time. 

Tur love of gaming is the worſt of ills ; 
With ceaſeleſs ſtorms the blacken'd foul it fills; 
Inveighs at heav'n, neglects the ties of blood, 
Deſtroys the pow'r, and will of doing god; 

Kills health, pawns honour, plunges in diſgrace, 
And, what is ſtill more dreadful —ſpoils your face. 
SEE yonder ſet of thieves that live on ſpoil, 
The ſcandal, and the ruin of our iſle! | 
And ſee, (ſtrange fight !) amid that ruſfian band, 
A form divine high wave her ſnowy hand; 
That rattles loud a ſma!l enchanted box, 
Which loud as thunder on the board ſhe knocks, 
And as fierce ſtorms, which earth's foundation ſhook, | 
From XoLvus's cave impetuous broke 
From this ſmall cavern a mix'd tempeſt flies, 
Fear, rage, convulſion, tears, oaths, blaſphemies ; ” 
For men, I mean, — the fair diſcharges none; 
She (guiltleſs creature!) ſwears to heay'n alone. 


Sxr her eyes ſtart ! checks glow! and muſcles 
{well ! 


| Like the mad-maid in the C7247 cell 


Thus that divine-one her //? nights employs ! 

Thus tunes her foul to tender nuptial joys ! 

And when the cruel morning calls to bed, 

And on her pillow lays her aking head, 

With the dear images her dreams are crown d, 

The die ſpins lovely, or the cards go round; 

Imaginary ruin charms her ſtill, 
Her happy lord is cuckol'd by Spadil ; | 

CR wh | | And 
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And if ſhe's brought to bed, tis ten to one, | 
He marks the forehead of her darling ſon. 
O SCENE of horror, and of wild deſpair! 
Why is the rich Ar RID ES' ſplendid heir 
<Conſtrain'd to quit his antient lordly ſeat, 
And hide his glories in a mean retreat? 
Why that drawn ſword ? and whence that diſmal cry? 
Why pale diſtraction thro the family? 
See my lord threaten, and my lady weep, 
And trembling ſervants from the tempeſt creep. 
Why that gay /n to diſtant regions ſent? _ 
What fiends that daughter” s deſtin'd match prevent ? | 
Why the whole houſe in ſudden ruin laid ? 
© nothing, but laſt night—my lady play d. 
Bur wanders not my ſatire from her theme? 
Is this too owing to the love of ES 
"Though, now, your hearts on /zcre are beſtow d; 
»Twas, firſt, a vain devotion to the mode. 
Nor ceaſe we here, ſince 'tis a vice ſo ſtrong ; 
The torrent ſweeps all womankind along. 
This may be ſaid in honour of our times, 
That none now ſtand diftingui/h'd by their crimes. 
Ir {in you muſt, take nature for your guide, 
Love has ſome ſoft excuſe, to ſooth your pride: 
Ve fair apoſtates from love's antient pow'r ! 
Can nothing raviſhꝭ but a golden ſhow'r ? 
Can cards alone your glowing fancy ſeize? 
Muſt Coeip learn to punt, ere he can pleaſe? 
| When you're enamour'd of a /i/7 or caft, 
What can the preacher more to make us chaſte? 
Can ſame, like a repigue, the foul entrance? 
And what is zirtue to the /ucky chance? 
F a | Why 


Co —— — — — ——— 
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Why muſt ſtrong youths unmarry'd pine away! 
They find no woman diſengag'd rom play. 
Why pine the arry'd? ——0 ſeverer fate! 
They find from play no diſengag'd—e/tate. 
FLAvIA, at lovers falſe zntouch'd, and bard, 
Turns pale, and trembles at a cruel card. 
Nor ARRIA's Bible can ſecure her age a 
Her threeſcore years are ſhuffling with her page. 
While death ſtands by, but till the game is done, 
To ſweep that ſtake, in juſtice, long his own; ? 
Like old cards ting'd with ſulphur, ſhe takes lire; 
Or, like ſnuffs ſunk in ſockets, blazes higher. 
Le gode! with aero delights inſpire the Air; 
Or give us ſo75, and fave us from deſpair, 


sous, brothers, fathers, huſbands, 7rade/1207 cloſe 


In my complaint, and brand your fins in Pre: 
Yet I believe, as firmly as my creed, 

In ſpite of all our wiſdom, you'll proceed. 
Our pride ſo great, our paſſion is ſo ſtrong, 
Advice to right confirms us in the wroyg, 

I hear you cry, “ This fellow's very odd.” © 

When you chaſtiſe, who would not kiſs the rod? 

But I've a charm your anger ſhall controul, 

And turn your eyes with coldneſs on the ve. 

Tur charm begins! to yonder flood of light 
That burſts o'er gloomy Britain, turn your ſight, 


What guardian pow'r o'erwhelms your ſouls with awe 2. 


Her deeds are precepts, her example law. 

"Miſt empire's charms, how CaroLina's heart 
Glows with the love of virtue, and of art? 
Her favour is diffus'd to that degree, 

_ Exceſs of goodneſs! it Has dawn'd on me: 


12 | . 3 
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When in my page, to balance numerous faults, 
Or godlike deeds were ſhown, or generous thoughts, 
She ſmil'd, iaduſtrious to be pleas'd, nor knew 
From whom my pen the borrow'd luſtre drew. 
Tus the majeſtic mother of mankind, 
To her own charrhs moſt amiably blind, 
On the green margin innocently ſtood, _ 
And gaz'd indulgent on the chryſtal flood; : 
Survey'd the ſtranger in the painted wave, 
And ſmiling, prais'd the beauties which ſhe gave. 
J In more than civil war, 4vhi/e patriots ftorms 
W ide genius is but cold, their paſſion warm ; 
 Iiile publie good aleſt, in pomp, they avield; 
aud private intereſt sKulks behind the ſhield; _ 
W bile MT and W—xs riſe in weekly mighty 
Made preſſes groan, lead ſenators to frebt, 
Exalt our coffee with lampoons, and treat 
The pamper*d mob with miniſters of ſtate ; 
« Þ IWhile Ark hot from hell makes heroes ſhrink, 
&< Cries havock, and lets losfe the dogs of Ink;“ 
Ner rank, nor ſex eſcapes the general frown, 
But ladies are vipp'd up, and cits knoct'd down ; 
Tremendous farce! where ev'n the victor bleeds, 
And he deſerves our pity, that ſucceeds; 
Immortal JuvENAL! and thou of France! 
452 your fam'd field my ſatire dires advance; 
But cuts herjelf a track to you unknowns 
Ner crops your lawrel, but would raiſe her own ; 
A bold adventure! but a ſafe one 199! 
Fer, thy fſurpaſi'd, 1 am ſurpaſi'd by vou. 


* Ni ren. + Lucan, + SHAKESPEARE, 
SATIRE 


1 f VN 


Too the RIGHT HoNOURABLE 


Sir ROBERT A LOL E. 


Carmina tum melius, © cum venerit 1PSE 2 cane mus. 


Vino. | 


\ N this laſt labour, this my cloſing ſtrain 
Smile, WALPOLE, or the nine inſpire in vain. 

To thee tis due; that verſe how juſtly thine, 
Where Bxunswicx's glory crowns the whole defign ? 
That glory, which thy counſels make ſo bright; 
That glory, which on thee reflects a light. 
IIluſtrious commerce, and but rarely known! 
To give, and tale a luſtre from the throne, 
No think that thou art foreign to my theme; 


The fountazn is not foreign to the /?ream. 


How all mankind will be ſurpriz'd, to ſee 

This flood of Briti/þ folly charg'd on thee! 

Vet, Britain, whence this caprice of thy ſons, 
Which thro” their various ranks with fury runs? 
The cauſe is plain, a cauſe which we mult bleſs ; 
For caprice is the daughter of /ucc2/s, GT, 
(A bad effect, but from a pleaſing cauſe!) 

And gives our rulers undeſign'd applauſe ; 

Tells how their conduct bids our ab increaſe, 

And lulls us in the downy lap of peace. 


1 Waller 
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Writ I ſarvey the bleſſings of our iſle, 
| Her arts triumphant in the royal ſmile, 5 
Fler public wounds bound up, her credit high, 
Her commerce ſpreading ſails in every ſky, 
The pleaſing ſcene recals my theme again, 
And ſhews the madneſs of ambitious men, 
Who, fond of bloodſhed, draw the murd'ring ſword, 
And burn to give mankind. a ſingle lord. . 
Tur follies paſt are of a private kind, 
Their ſphere is ſmall, their miſchief is confin'd ; 3 
But daring men there are (awake, my muſe, 
And raiſe thy verſe) who bolder frenzy chuſe; 
Who ſtung by glory, rave, and bound away; 
The awrld their field, and humankind their prey. | 
Tur Grecian chief, th' enthuſiaſt of his pride, 355 
. With rage and terror ſtalking by his ſide, 
Raves round the globe; he ſoars into a god! 
Stand faſt, Olympus! and ſuſtain his nod. 
The peſt divine in horrid grandeur reigns, 
And thrives on mankind's miſeries, and pains. 
What flaughter'd %?!“ what cities in a blaze! 
What walted countries! and what crimſon eas! 
What orphans tears his impious bowl o'erflows, 
And cries of kingdoms lull him to repoſe! 
Ap cannot thrice ten hundred years unpraiſe 
8 The boiſt'rous boy, and blaſt his guilty bays? 
| Why want we then encomiums on the form, 
| Or famine, or volcano? they perform | 
I᷑̃'beir mighty deeds; they hero-like can ſlay, 
And ſpread their ample deſarts in a day. 
O great alliance! O divine renown! _ 
| With dearth, and e to ſhare the crown. 
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When men extol a wild deſtroyer” s name, 

_ Earth's Builder and Preſerver they blaſpheme. 

Oxx to deſtroy is murder by the e 

And gibbets keep the lifted hand in awe; 

To murder thouſands takes a ſpecious name, 
TWWar's glorious art, and gives immortal fame. 
Wu after battle I the field have ſeen 

pread o'er with ghaſtly ſhapes, which once were men 

A nation cruſh'd ! a nation of the brave? 


A A realm of death! and on this fide the grave! 5 


Are there, ſaid I, who from this ſad ſurvey, 
This human chaos, carry ſmiles away! 
How did my heart with indignation riſe ! 


Ho honeſt nature ſwell'd into my eyes! 


How was I ſhock'd to think the hero's trade 

Of ſuch materials, fame and triumph, made! 

| How guilty theſe? yet not leſs guilty they, 
Who reach falſe glory by a ſnoother way; 

Who wrap deſtruction up in gentle words, 

And bows, and ſmiles, more fatal than their words; 

Who ſtifle zature, and ſubſiſt on art; 

Who coin the face, and petrify the heart ; 
All real kindneſs for the ſhew diſcard; 

As marble poliſh'd, and as marble hard: 

Who da for gold what Chriſtians do thro' grace, 

« With open arms their enemies embrace? ? 
Who give a nod when broken hearts repine; 

ce The thinneſt food on which a wretch can dine :” 
Or, if they ſerve you, ſerve you diſinclin'd, 

And, in their height of kindneſs, are unkind. 

Such courtiers were, and ſuch again may be, 

WALPOLE, when men forget to copy thee, 

. 55 HERE 
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HAF ceaſe my muſe | the catalogue is writ, 
Nor one more candidate for fame admit, 
Fho' diſappointed thouſands juſtly blame 

Thy partial pen, and boaſt an equal claim. 

Be this their comfort, fools omitted here 

May furniſh laughter for another year. 

Then let Crx18e1xo, who was ne'er refus'd 
The j»/tice yet of being well-abus'd, _ 
With patience wait; and be content to reign 
The pink of puppies in ſome future ſtrain. 

Sou future ſtrain, in which the muſe ſhall tell 
How {cience dwindles, and how velumes ſwell. 
How commentators each dark paſſage ſhun, 
And hold their farthing candle to the ſun. | 
How tortur'd texts to ſpeak our ſenſe : are made, 
And every vice is to the ſcripture 5 

How miſers ſqueeze a young, voluptuous peer, 
His ſins to LUCIFER not half fo dear. 

How VERREs is leſs qualify'd to ſteal _ 
With ſword and piſtol, than with wax and ſeal, 

How lawyers fees to ſuch exceſs are run, 
That clients are redreſs'd till they're undone. 
How one man's anguiſh is another's ſport, 
And ev'n denials coſt us dear at court. 

How man eternally falſe judgments makes: 155 

And all his; joys and ſorrows are miſtakes. 
This ſwarm of themes that ſettles on my pen, 
Which I, like ſummer-flieg, ſhake off again, 

Let others ſing; to whom my weak eflay 

But ſounds a prelate, and points out their prey: 
That duty done, I haſten to complete 
My own deſign; for Toxson's at the gate, 5 
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Tux love of fame in its . ſuryey'd 

The muſe has ſung; be now the cauſe diſplay : 

Since ſo diffuſive, and fo wide its ſway, 

What is this power, whom all mankind obey ? 
sSnor from above, by heav'n's indulgence came 
This generous ardor, this unconquer'd flame, 

To warm, to raiſe, to deify mankind, 

Still burning brighteſt in the nobleſt TY 
Buy large-ſoul'd men, for thirit of ſame renown'd, 

Wiſe /aws were fram'd, and ſacred arts were ſound 

Deſire of praiſe firlt broke the Patriot's reſt, 
And made a bulwark of the w4rr/:7's breaſt ; 
It bids ARGYLE in fields, and ſenates ſhine, 
What more can prove its origin divine? 
Bor oh! this paſſion planted in the ſoul, 

On eagle's wings to mount her to the pole, 

The flaming. miniſter of virtue meant, 

Set up falſe gods, and wrong'd her high deſcent, 
AMB1T1ON, hence, exerts a doubtful force, 

Of blots, and beauties an alternate ſource ; 

Hence GIL Dow rails, that raven of the pit, 

Who thrives upon the carcaſſcs of wit; 

And in art-loving SCcaRBoROUGH is 8 

How kind a patron PoLL IO might have been. 

Purſuit of fame with pedants fills our ſchools, 

And into coxcombs burniſhes our /52/s ; | 

Purſuit of fame. makes ſolid learning bright, 

And NewrTon lifts above a mortal height; 

That key of nature, by whoſe wit ſhe clears 

Her long; long Tecrets of five thouſand years. 
WoL yoy then fully comprehend the W. hole, 

Wis, and 3 in what degrees, pride {ways the ſoul? 

15 (For 
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(For tho' in all, not equally, ſhe reigns) 
Awake to knowledge, and attend my ſtrains. 
Fx doctors! hear the doctrine I diſcloſe, 
As true, as if *twere writ in dulleſt proſe ; 
As if a letter'd dunce had ſaid, *Tis right,” 
And imprimatur uſher'd it to light. : 

To glorious deeds this paſſion fires the mind, 
And cloſer draws the tie, of humankind; 
Confirms ſociety ; ſince what we prize 

As our chief bleſſing, muſt from others riſe. 
AuzITIox in the truly noble mind 
With ſiſter-virtue is for ever join'd ; 
As in fam'd LUCRECE, who with eqn dread: 
From guiit, and ſhame, by her laſt conduct fled : : 
Her virtue long rebell'd in firm diſdain, _ : 
And the ſword pointed at her heart in vain; 
But, when the ſlave was threaten'd to be laid 


1 Dead by her ſide, her love of fame obey'd. 


In meaner minds ambition works alone; 
ut with ſuch art puts virtue's aſpect on, 
That not more like in feature, and in mein, 
* The god and mortal in the comic ſcene. 
Falſe jvrius, ambuſk'd in this fair diſpuiſe, 
Sogn made the Roman liberties his prize. 
No malkin %%% mind: ambition wears, 
Fut in full light pricks up her aſs's ears; 

Al I have ſung are inſtances of h 
And prove my theme unfolded not amiſs. 


 AMPHITEYON, 
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"> I vain ! deſiſt from your erroneous {trifez 
Be wiſe, and quit the falſe ſblime of life, : 
The true ambition there alone reſides, . 
Where ju/tice vindicates, and wviſom guides; 
Where inward dignity joins 9u7ward flate, 
Our purpoſe good, as our atchicvement great; 
Where public /e/ings public praiſe attend, 
Where glory is our mtv, not our end. 
Would'ſt thou be He amd? have thoſe High deeds i in 
_ view | 
Brave men would act, tho: ſcandal mould ke, 
BEHOLD A prince whom no > ſwoln thoughts in- 
flame; x 
No pride of thrones, no fever after fame ; 
But when the welfare of mankind inſpires, 
And death in view to dear-bought glory fires; 
proud conqueſt then, then regal pomps delight; 
Then crowns, then triumphs ſparkle in his ſight ;. 
Tumult and noiſe are dear, which with them bring 
His people's bleſſings to their ardent king: | 
But, when thoſe great heroic motives ceaſe, 
His ſwelling foul ſubſides to native peace; 
From tedious grandeur's faded charms withdraws, 
A ſudden foe to ſplendor, and applauſe ;. 
Greatly deferring his arrears of fame, 
Till men, and angels jointly ſhout his name. 
© pride celeſtial ! which can pride diſdain; 
O bleſt ambition! which can ne'er be vai. 
Fou one fam'd Alpine hill, which props the fy, 
In whoſe deep womb unfathom'd waters lye, | 
Here burſt the Re and founding Po, there fhine 
In infant rills the Dazube and the Rhine ; 
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From the rich ſtore one fruitful urn ſupplies, 
Whole kingdoms ſmile, a thouſand harveſts riſe. 
Ix BR UN SWI C k ſuch a ſource the muſe adores, 
Which public bleſſings thro' half Europe pours. 
When his heart burns with ſuch a godlike aim, 
Angels and GEORGE are rivals for the fame: 
GEORGE, Who in foes can ſoft affections raiſe, 
And charm envenom'd ſatire into prale. 
No human rage alone his pow'r nee 
But the mad avizds , and the tumultuous waves. 
.Fv'n ftorms (death's fierceſt miniſters!) forbear, 
And, in their own wild empire, learn to ſpare. 
Thus, nature's elf, ſupporting an's decree, 
Stiles Britain's ſovereign, ſovereign of the ſea. 
WIL E ſea and air, 2 BRUN Wien, 19 8880 our 
ſtate, . | 85 85 
And {ported with a king's, and kingdom 8 1 
Depriv'd of what ſhe lov'd, and preſs'd with fear 
Of ever loſing what ſhe held moſt dear, 
How did BRITANNIA, like + ACHILLES „ weep, 
And tell her ſorrows to the 4indred deep ; 
Hang o'er the floods, and in devotion warm, 
Strive, for thee, with the ſurge, and fight the ſtorm ? 
WHarT felt thy WALPOLE, pilot of the realm? 
Our PALINURUs \ ſlept not at the helm; 
His eye ne'er clos'd; long ſince inur'd to RR 
And out-watch every {tar for Bauxswick's ſake, 


* The king in danger by ſea. 
+ Hon 1 Lib 1. 1 55 
8 Ecce Deus ramum let fo rare madentein, XC. 

VI RG. Lib. V. 
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By thwarting paſſions toſs'd, by cares oppreſt, 
He found the tempeſt pictur'd in his breaſt. 
But, 70w, what joys that gloom of heart diſpel, 
No pow'rs of language but his own, can tell; 
His own, which nature and the graces form, 
At will, to raiſe, or huſh the civi ſtorm, 


E 
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SATIRE T. 


— applauſe to B e, or to me. 
Blackmore, (Sir Richard.) 
— Churchmen ſcripture, for the clafſi ics, quit,” 
Polite apsſtates from God's grace, to wit, 1 
N. B. Virgil, Horace, Terence, Catullus, Tibullus, 


 Propertius, Manilius, Lucretius, Longinus, Cice- 


ronis Opera, Cæſaris Comment. Homer, &c, were 


_ publiſhed by Biſhop Hare, Dr. Bentley, Dr. Da- Y 
vis, Dr. Clarke, Dr, Pearce, & c. | 


s e', humours | Steele (Sir Richard, ) 
P——y's eloquence. Pultency Milliam, Eſq; ) 


Hat his title T— had dropt his quill, &c. | 

Dr. Trapp, when profeſſor of poetry in the Univerſity | 

of Oxford, wrote Prælectiones Poetice, Poetical 

Lectures, which were deſervedly eſteemed ; but up- 

on his blank-verſe verſion of VIRGIL, volume the 

firſt, Doctor Evans of St. John s College, Oxon, 
ſent the following diſtich: 


Nead the commandments, TRAPP, tranſlate 1 720 further, 
For there *7is written, Thou ſhalt do No Murder. 


A. is depos'd, and B. with pomp reſtor'd. 


This alludes to Mr. Theobatd's publication of a book, 
intituled, SHAKESPEARE reſtor'd, in oppoſition to 
Ar. Pepe” s edition of that author. 


F tat, 
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| Condos he'll out- d. tand (duke of) 
B I- ton, thy taſte is not ſo true. Barlington (earl of ) 


Mot F- t-n's. f more Parian charms has known, 
Mer is good P- -b--ke more in love with flone. 
Sir Andrew Fountain, and the late earl of Pembroke, : 

both great admirers of antique ſtatues, | 


Put off at night with lady B——"'s hair, 
The venerable grey-headed countefs of pa. 


Fewer grave lords to S- pe diſcreetly bend, 
Mr. Seroope, a great eres 


* 


| SATIRE It: 
Paul Diach, who gave name to a tulip, was an honeſt, 
| toping, old citizen of . and a great ſtock- 5 

Jobber. | 
— u turn'd upholterer, 2 
Tonen (Jacob) fitted up many libraries of git books 
for South-Sea coxcombs, 1720. 

Leaves to 0 — Orrery, Charles (nul of ) 
D— _ anf 5 earl of) the poet's patron. 
Miſs D— tottering. e Miſs Duncomb. 
e Stagyrite. e, 
HH ences D—, that etch 27 heart. Tos, 
St pe in wit, in breeding D---I---ne, 

55 earl of Cheſterßeld. Deloraine bod) 


3 SATIRE m. 
H. y eyes unmerciſully keen, Lady Herve. 


Well, Hr, dt thou thy naſfter ſerve. 
| Heidegger, director of the fade, | 


8A T 1 R E IV. 
While C 


MIUrNES, & c. 


Anthony Collins, Eſqz founder of the ſect of Free- 
thinkers 


K E Y fo the Univerſal Paſſion, 
C—, 0% makes ſo merry with the Creed. 
a The ſame A. Collins. 


Arb t is a fool, and F a ſage. 

Sey will /right you, E— engage. 
Dr. Arbuthnot, Daniel de Foe, Sir Charles Sedley. 

8 & is the worſt of friends. Sufſex, 
Q=——y is fair. dutcheſs of bern. 


3 7 foremoſt toyman of his time, | 
Shan (Sir Hans) mas bo to his Muſeum. 


Unoappy J==Y>.-- --: IE 2 ys 
B---le ſhines in council, M=—t in the fight c 
P------m's magnificent, but J- can write. 
Boyle, Charles, earl of Orrery, Mordaunt, Charts, 
earl of Peterborow, Pelham duke of Newcaſtle, 
John Dennis. 


Will Rt pardon, if 1 455 commend”. 
H——t, with zeal, a patron, and a friend? 
A----le irue wit is Hudious fo e,, 
And D----t ſmiles, if Phabus /mil'd before, 
* ke, in years, the long-liv'd arts admires, 
And Henrietta like a muſe inſpires, _ 
Harcourt (lord chancellor.) Argyle (duke of 5 Dor- 
ſet (duke of) Thomas Pembroke (late earl of) 
Lady Henrietta Cavendiſh Holles Harley. 
Character of Auguſtus, in che conclulion, applied to 
his late e | 
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Foubert hos the forming of the fair. 
Major Foubert, a Riding Maſter. 
Sir H--- Sir Hans Shan, M. D. 


-- The fair philoſopher to Rovley * fer, 
Lac D— | | Daſtrwood,” or a, 


* The late Mr, Rowley, in eminent ma het cal ſaſtru- 
- Ment-maker under St. Dunſtan's church in Fled et- re cet. 
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5 SAT 2 KR & YE. 


Zinck, the greateſt AE] in miniature, enamel painting, 
in F- u robe. : 


| y the firſt alle Jord Hervey. 
| Cruel K d. Anke of Richmond. 
G—n, _ lady Betty Germain. 
H-, P-, B- 3 ey, Pearce, Blount, (ladies.) 
C - ns. 0 Collins (Anthony, Eſq;) 
T----l-----n, Archbiſhop Tillotfor 3, and Dr. Burnet's 

doctrine of the Non-Eternity of Hell Torments. 

Nep. Mrs. Kemp, Koeper of an aſſemblẽe. . 


Caroline's heart, &c. 


Acknowledgment of the late yore 's favours to the 
author. 5 


M. t and W. ns. 
Mift and Wilkins, printers of two Well Tournale; 


Immortal Juvenal! and Thou T of France, 
In the Las r Dar. 


N Boilean. ' 
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To the RicuT HoxOURABZLE 


Sir ROBERT WALPOLE. 
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 Queſitam me! 


THE 
INSTALMENT, 1726, 


IT H jnvocations ſome their breaſts inflame ; 
I need no muſe, a WALPOLE is my theme. 
te mighty dead ! ye garter'd ſons of praiſe! 

Our morning flars ! our boaſt in former days! 
Which hov'ring o'er, your purple wings diſplay, 
Lur'd by the pomp of this diſtinguiſh'd day, 
Stoop and attend: by ohe, the Lune be bound; . 
Cue, throw the mantle's crimſon folds around; 

By that, the-fword on his proud thigh be plac'd, 

. This, claſp the di79nd girdle round his wailt ; 

His breaſt, with rays, let juſt Goo pread; 
Wiſe BuxLEIGH plant the plumage on his head; 

And EpwarD own, fince firſt he fix'd the race, 
None preſs'd fair glory with a ſwifter pace. 
Wursx fate would call ſome mighty genius forth 
To wake a drooping age to godlike worth, | 
Or aid ſome fav'rite king's illuſtrious toil, 

It bids his Sed with gen'rous ardour boil ; 

His blood, from virtue's celebrated fource, 

Pour'd Joh the ſteep of time, a lengthen'd courſe ! 
That men prepar'd may juſt attention pay, 
Warn'd by the dawn to mark the glorious day, 
When all the ſcatter'd merits of his line, DM 

Collected to a point, intenſely ſhine, _ 

See, Britain, ſee thy WALPOLE ſhine from far 
His azure ribbon, and his radiant Sar, | 
A. ftar that, with auſpicious beams, ſhall guide 

Thy veſſel ſafe, thro” fortune's ronghth tide, 


If 


—— — — — 
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Dor thoſe retain, when winter chills the year; 
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Ir peace (till ſmiles, by this ſhall commerce ſteer” 
A finiſh'd courſe, in triumph, round the ſphere ; 
And gath'ring tribute from each diſtant ſhore, 


In Britain's lap the world's abundance pour, 


IF war's ordain'd, this ſtar ſhall dart its beams 


5 Thro' that black dons; which riſing from the Thames, 


With thunder, form'd of Bxunswick's wrath, is ſent 
To claim the ſeas, and awe the continent : 
This ſhall direct it, where the bolt to throw, 
A ſtar for us, a comet to the foe. 
AT this the muſe ſhall Ai dle, and aſpire : 


My breaſt, O WaLeoLz, glows with grateful fire; 
The ſtreams of royal bounty, turn'd by thee, 
| Refreſh the dry domains of poeſie. 


My fortune ſhews, when arts are WALPOLE' s Care, 


What ſlender worth forbids us to deſpair: 
Be this thy Partial ſmile from cenſure free; 
Twas meant for merit, tho? it fell on ue. 


Since BRUNSWick's ſmile has authoriz'd my muſe, 
Chaſte be her conduct, and ſublime her views. 5 
Falſe praiſes are the whoredoms of the pen, 

Which proſtitute fair fame to worthleſs men. 
This profanation of celeſtial fire, | 
Makes fools deſpiſe, what wiſdom ſhould admire, 


Let thoſe I praiſe to diſtant times be known, 
Not by their authors merit, but their owz. 

If others think the taſk is hard, to weed 
From verſe, rank flattery's vivacious ſeed, 

And rooted deep; one means uft ſet them free; 


Patron! and patriot ! let them ſing of thee. : 
WhiLt vulgar trees ignobler ho7:5urs wear, 


The 
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The gen' rous orange, fav'rite of the ſun, | 

With vig'rous charms can thro the ſeaſons run; 

Deſies the ſtorm with her tenacious green; 

And flowers and fruits in rival pomp are ſeen : 

Where bloſſoms fall, {till fairer bloſſoms ſpring ; 

And midſt their ſweets the /eather'd poets ing. | 
On WALPOLE, thus; may pleas'd BRITANNIA view 

At once her ornament, and profit too; 

The /7uit of ſervice, and the b/09m of fame, 


Matur' d, and gilded by the royal beam. 


He, when the nipping blaſts of envy riſe, 
Its guilt can pity, and its rage 3 | 
Lets fall no honours, but ſecurely great, 


_ Unfaded holds the co/our of his fate: 


No winter knows, tho' ruffling /a&107 preſs; 
By wiſdom deeply rooted in ſucceſs : 
Due glory ſhed, a brighter is diſplay d;“ 

And the charm'd muſes ſhelter in his hade. 
O now I long, enkindled by the theme, 
In deep eternity to launch thy name! 

Thy name in view, no rights of verſe I plead, 
But what chaſte fyruth indites, old time ſhall read. 
Brno! a man of antient faith, and blood, 
„Which, ſoon, beat high for arts, and public good; 
«© Whoſe glory great, but natural appears, 
The genuine growth ef ſervices and years; 

« No ſudden exhalation drawn on high, 
And ſondly gilt by partial majeſty : - 
One bearing greateſt toils, with greateſt eaſe; | 
25 One born to ſerve ws, and yet born to pleaſe; 


* Knight of the Ba Th, and then of the ine. 


66 Whom | 
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% Whom, while our rights in equal ſcales he l ays, 


4 The PrINCE may tru/?, and yet the ProeLE praiſe; 


& His genius ardent, yet his judgment clear, 
6 His tongue is flowing, and his heart ſincere, 
“His counſel guides, his temper chears our iſle, 
And ſmiling, gives three kingdoms cauſe to ſmile.” 
Joy then to Britain, bleſt with ſuch a ſon; 
To WaLPeoLE joy, by whom the prize is won; 
Who nobly-conſcious meets the ſmiles of fate; 
True greatneſs lyes in daring to be g. at. 
Let daſtard ſouls, in affectation, run 
To ſhades, nor wear bright honours fairly won; 


| Such men prefer, miſled by le applauſe, 
The pride of modeſtly to virtue's cauſe, 


Honours, which make the face of virtue fair, 


_ *Tis great to merit, and 'tis wiſe to wear; 
Tis holding up the prize to public view, 


Confirms grown virtue, and inflames the new; 
Heightens the luſtre of our age and clime, 


And ſheds rich ſeeds of worth for /uture time. 


Ps ovp chiefs alone, in fields of ſlaughter fam'd, 
Of old, this azure bloom of glory claim'd. 

As when ſtern A] Ax pour'd a purple flood, 

The violet roſe, fair daughter of his blood. 


Now rival 4vi/dom dares the wreath divide, 


And both MinERvas riſe in equal pride; 
Proclaiming loud, a monarch fills the throne, 
Who ſhines illuſtrious, not in wars alone. 
LeT fame look lovely in BR1TANNIA's eyes; 
They coldly court deſert, who fame deſpiſe. 


For what's ambition, but fair virtue's ſail ? 


And what afplauſe, but her e galss 
When 
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When ſwell'd with that, ſhe fleets before the wind 
To glorious aims, as to the port deſign'd; 
When chain'd, without it, to the lab'ring car, 
She toils ! ſhe pants! nor gains the flying ſhore 
From her ſublime purſuits, or turn'd aſide 
By blaſts of envy, or by fortune's tide : 
For 97e that has ſucceeded, ten are loſt, 

Of equal talents, e'er they make the coaſt. 
Trex let renown to worth divine incite 
With all her beams, but throw thoſe beams arig! . 
Ten merit droops, and genius downward tends, 55 
When godlike glory, like our land, deſcende. 
Cuſtom the garter long confin'd to fe-; 
And gave to birth, exalted virtue's . a 
War eoLE has thrown the proud incloſure down; 
And high deſert embraces fair renown. 
Tho” rival'd, let the PEERAGE ſmiling ſee 
(smiling, in juſtice to their -w7 doyree,) 
This proud reward of majeſty beſtow'd | 
On worth like hat, whence firſt the PR ERAGE flow'd. . 
From frowns of fate BxiTaxN1a's bliſs to guard, 
Let ſubje&s mer, and let kings reward. 
Gops are moſt Gops by giving to excel ; 
And Kines molt like them, by rewarding well, 
_  Tro? ſtrong the twanging nerve, and drawn aright, 
Short is the winged arrow's upward flight; 
But if an eagle it transfix on high, 
Lodg'd in the wound, it ſoars into the ly. 

Tus while I ſing THEE with unequal lays, 
And wound perhaps that worth I mean to praile 3 
Yet I tranſcend mylelf, I riſe in fame, 
Not lifted by my genius, but my theme, 
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Now kingdoms fluctuate, and in dark debate 


vas 


No more; for in this dread ſuſpenſe of fate, ks 


Weigh peace and war, now Europe's eyes are ws 


On mighty Bxunswick, for the great event, 


BRUNSWICK, of kings the terror or defence! 
Who dares detain ee at a world's expence ? 


0 DES 


OCCASIONED 


: By His MajzesTy' s Royal Encouragement 
0. the SEA- SERV ICE.” 


55 


WITH AN 


on 


LYRTC-POETRY, 


— — 3 _ - 


1 THINK myſelf obliged to recommend to you a 


conſideration of the greateſt importance, and I 
ſhould look upon it as a great happineſs, if, at the be- 
ginning of my reign, I could ſee the foundation laid of 


ſo great and neceſſary a work, as the increaſe and en- 
couragement of our ſeamen in general; that they may 
be invited, rather than compelled by force and violence, 


to enter into the ſervice of their country, as oft as oc- 


caſion ſhall require it: a conſideration worthy the re- 


preſentatives of a people great, and flouriſhing in trade 


and navigation. This leads me to mention to you the 
caſe of Greenwich-hoſpital, that care may be taken, by 


ſome addition to that fund, to render comfortable and 
effectual that charitable proviſion, for the ſupport and 
maintenance of our ſeamen, worn out, and become de- 
crepit by age and infirmities, in the ſervice of their 
tountry. = TD 


| KinG's srrren, Jan. 27. 1727-8. 
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\ LD Ocxax's praiſe 
> Demands my lays; 
- A truly Britiſh theme I ſing 3 
A theme ſo great 
I dare complete, 
And join with Oct an, Ocean's king. 


„„  * 
To gods, and kings, 
The poet lings; 
To kings, and gods the muſe is dent; 
The muſe inſpires 
With all her fires; 
Begin, my ſoul! thy bold career. 


: III. 
From awful tate, 
From high debate, 
From morning-ſþlendors of a crowns 
From homage paid, 
From empires weigh'd, 
From plans of þ/e/ings; and revown,  _ 
5 n IV. Great 
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2222 TO THE KING: 


IV. 
Great monarch! bow 
Thy beaming brow; 
To thee I ſtrike the ſounding re, 
With proud deſign 
In verſe to ſhine; 


To rival Greet, and Roman fires 


TS V. 
The Roman ode 
Majeſtic flow'd; 
Its fiream divinely clear, and ſtrong; 


In ſenſe, and found, 
 Fhebes roll'd ound; 


The torrent roay'd, and foam'd along. 


OT a VI. 
Let Thebes, nor Rome, 
So fam'd, preſume _ 
To triumph o'er a northern iſle; 
Late time ſhall know 
The Nerth can glow, 


If dread Avovarys dige to ſmile. 


vu. 


The work i is done! 
The diſtant ſun 
His ſmile ſupplies ! exalts my voice? 
Thro' earth's wide bound 
Shall Grox E reſound, 
My theme, by dutz, and by choice. 


VIII. The 


17-0 TRHRE AING- 
VIII. 
The naval crown 
Is all his own! | 
Our fleet, if war, or commerce call, 
His will performs 
Thro' waves and ſtorms, 
And rides in triumph round the ball. 


. 
Since then the main 
Sublimes my ſtrain, _ 
To whom ſhould I addreſs my ſong? 2 
To whom but TEE? | 
The boundleſs /ea, 
And grateful ns to GORGE belong 


X. | 
Bail mighty theme ! 
Rich mine of fame! 
If gods invok'd extend their aid; 
Hail fubje& new / 
As Britains due, 
Reſerv' d by the Pierian maid. 


XI. 
Durſt Homer's muſe, 
Or Pindar's chuſe 
To pour the billows on his ſtring ? ? 
No, both defraud 
The nent gods oe: 
bearce more e lublime, when Jovs they ung. 


Ka N 
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„ XII. 
No former race, 
With ſtrong embrace, 
This theme to raviſh durſt aſpire ; ; 
With virgin charms | 
My foul it warms, 
And melts melodious on my lyre. 


XIII. 
Now low, now high, 
My fingers fly, 


Now Es and now freſh muſic ! 1 


Now dance, now creep, 
Now dive, now ſweep, | 
| And fetch the ſound from every firing. 


- xlv. 
Now numbers riſe, 
Like virgin's ſighs, 


7 


2 The ſoft Favonians melt away; 5 


As from the North, 
Nov ruſhes fortn 
A blaſt, that thunders in my lay. 


. 
M lays I file 
With cautious toil; 
Ve graces! turn the orowing lines 5 
On anvils neat 
Pour ſtrokes repeat; 
At every ſtroke the work reſines! 


XVI. How 


To THE KING. 


XVI. ; 
How muſic charms? 
How metre warms ? 
Parent of actions, good. and brave l 
How vice it tames? | 
And worth inflames ? * 
And holds proud empire o'er the grave? ? 


| XVII. 
Foren mark d for man 
A os ſpan, HS x 
But Jent him wings to fly his doom; 1 
Init ſcorns the grave 
To wit he gave 1 
The life « of _ ! immortal bloom? A 


. XVII. 
Since years will fly, 
| And pleaſures die, 
Day after day, as years advance; 
Since while life laſts, 
joy ſuffers blaſts 
5 From frowning fate, and fickle chance; 


3 XIX. 
Nor life is long; 
But ſoon we throng, 


: Like autumn leaves, death's pallid ſhore; 


We make, at leaſt, 
| Of bad the be/jt, | 
If in life's phantom, fame, we ſoar. 
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26 TO THE KING: 


XX. 
Our ſtrains divide 
The lawrel's pride; 
With thoſe we lift to life, we live; 
By fame enroll'd 
With heroes bold, 
And ſhare the bleſſings which we give. 


8 XXI. 
What hero's praiſe 
Can fire my lays, 


Like his, with whom my lay begin? 5 | 
« Fuftice ſi incere, 


% And courage clear, * 


40 Riſe the two columns of his throne, | 


85 | XXII. 
4% How form'd for ſway ?. 


Who look, obey, 8 8 


& They read the monarch in his port. 
« Their love, and awe, 
1 Supply the /aw; 


— And his own luſtre makes the.court 3 3 


XXIII. 


« But ſhines „ fr epreme, 
6 Where heroes flame; 


& By god-like arts 
« Enthron'd in heart, 


40 Our boſom : lord o'er r wills preſides,” 


, In war's bigh-hearted pomp he prides | 


XXIV. Our 


To THE KING. 


| XXIV, 

Our factions end! 

The nations bend! 

For when Britannia's ſons combin'd, 
In fair array, | 

All march one way; 

I, 2 march the terror of mankind. 


x: If equal all | 
Who tread the ball, 
Our bounded proſpect, here, would end; 

But heroes prove, . - 


As ſteps to Jove, 
5 By which our = with caſe, aſcendz 


XXVI. 
From what we view _ ; 
Wee take the clue, 
| Which leads from great, to greater things; : 
Men doubt no more, 
But gods adore, 
When back reſemblance ſhines ! in \ kings 


„XXVII. 
on vonder height, 
What golden light 
Triumphant ſhines? and ſhines alone: D 
Unrival'd blaze ! 
The nations gaze! 
I. is not the e un, tis Britain s throne. 
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228 TO THE KING. 
XXVIII. 
our monarch, there, 
Rear'd high in air, 
Shou'd rempeſts riſe, diſdains to bend; 
Like Britiſh oak, 
Derides the ſtroke; 
His blooming bonours: far extend 


| XXIX. 
Beneath them lyes, 
With lifted eyes, 
Fair Albion, like an am'rous maid; 
While intereſt wings C 
Bold, foreign kings _ 
T 0 fly, like eagles, to his ſhade. 


| | XXX. 
At his proud foot, 
The ſea pour'd out, 

Immortal nouriſhment ſupplies; 3 

Thence cet and tate, 

And power and fate, | 

Which ad reads in GeorGr' 8 eyes. 


— 
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LU LT. RI TO ER x, 
OW imperfect ſoever my own compoſition may 
F be, yet am I willing to ſpeak a word or two of 
the nature of Lyric Poetry ; to ſhew that I have, at leaſt, 
| ſome idea of perfection in that kind of poem in which 1 
am engaged; and that I do not think myſelf poet enough 
entirely to rely on in/þiration for my ſucceſs in t. 
Io our having, or not having, this idea of perfection 
in the poem we undertake, is chiefly owing the merit 
or demerit of our performances, as allo the modeſty or 
vanity of our opinions concerning them. And in ſpeak- 
ing of it, I ſhall ſhew how it unavoidably comes to paſs, 
that bad poets, that is poets in general, are eſteemed, 
and really are the molt vain, the moſt irritable, and 
moſt ridiculous ſet of men upon earth, But poetry in 
its own nature is certainly | N 


Mon hos quaſitum munus in uſur. VIRG. 


He that has an idea of perfection in the work he un- 
dertakes may fail in it; he that has not, »u/?: and yet 
he will be vain. For every little degree of beauty, how 
hort or improper ſoever, will be looked on fondly by 
him; becauſe it is all pure gains, and more than he pro- 
miſed to himſelf; and becauſe he has no 2% or land- 
79 are in his judgment, with which to chaſtiſe his opinion 
of is. ; no uM e 
+ Now 
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% AN FSSAY ON 
Now this idea of perfection is in poetry more re- 


_ fined, than in other kinds of writing; and becauſe 
more refined, 33 more g's, and becauſe more 
difficult, therefore 


ore rarely attained; and the non- 
attainment of it is (as I have ſaid) the ſource of our 
vanity. Hence the poetic clan are more obn9x70us t9 da- 


nity than others, And from vanity conſequentially flows 
that great ſenſibility of diſreſpect, that grzck re/entment, 

that tinder of the mind that kindles at every ſpark, and 
juſtly marks them out for the genus irritabile among 
mankind; and from this combuſtible temper, this ſeri- 


ous anger for no very ſerious things, things looked on 


by moſt as foreign to the important points of life, as 
conſequentially flows that inheritance of ridicule, which _ 
devolves on them, from generation to generation. As 


ſoon as they become authors, they become like Ben 


| Fohnſ'n's angry boy, and learn the art of quarrel, | 


— Concordes anime, dum note premuntur ; 
Heu] quantum inter ſe bellum, fi lumina vite 
 Attigerint, quantas acies, ſtragemque ciebunt 9 
Dui juvenes! quantas oftentant, aſpice, vires, 
Me, pueri! ne tanta animis aſſueſcite bella. 
Tugque prior, tu parce, genus qui ducis Ulympo, 
Sy deres flagrans clypeo, & caleſtibusr armis, 
Prajice tela manu, ſanguis cus, ED 
Nec te ulle facies, non terruit ipſe Typhous _ 
Arduus, arma tenens; non te Meſſapus & Ufens, 
Contemptorque dem Mezentius. VrxG. 


But to return. He that has this idea of perfection in 


the work he undertakes, however ſucceſsful he is, will 


yet be modeſ? ; becauſe to riſe up to that idea which he 


_ propoſed for his model, is almoſt, if not abſolutely, im- 
poſſible. „ . N 


Theſe two obſervations account for what may ſeem 


as ſtrange, as it is infallibly true; I mean, they fhew us 


why good writers have the loweſt, and bad writers the 
„ „ bigheſt 
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higheſt opinion of their own performances. They who 
have only a partzat idea of this perfection, as their por- 
tion of ignorance, or knowledge of it is greater or leſs, 

have proportionable degrees of modeſty or conceit. 
Nor, (tho? natural good underſtanding makes a toler- 
_ ably juſt judgment in things of this nature) will the 
reader judge the worſe, for forming to himſelf a notion 
of what he ought to expect from the piece he has in 
hand, before he begins his peruſal of it, | 
The ode, as it is the. eldeſt kind of poetry, ſo it is 
more ſpirituous and more remote from proſe than any 
other, in ſenſe, ſound, expreſſion, and conduct. Its thoughts 
ſhould be uncommon, ſublime, and moral; its numbers 
full, eaſy, and moſt harmonious; its expreſſion pure, 
| Prong, delicate, yet unaffected; and f a curious folici- 
ty beyond other poems; its conduct ſhould be rapturous, 
ſomewhat abrupt and immethodical to a vulgar eye, 
That apparent order and connexion, which gives form 
and life to ſome compolitions, takes away the very ſoul 
of this. Fire, elevation, and ſelect thought, are indiſ- 
penſable; an humble, tame, and vulgar ode is the moſt. 
pitiſul error a pen can commit, 5 8 


M uſa dedit fedibus divos, pueroſque deorum. 


And as its ſubjedts are ſublime, its writers genius 
ſhould be ſo too; otherways it becomes the meaneſt 
thing in writing, viz. an voluntary burleſque. 

It is the genuine character and true merit of the ode, 

a little to ſtartle ſome apprehenſions. Men of cold com- 
plexions are very apt to miſtake a want of vigour in 
their imaginations, for a delicacy of taſte in their judg- 
ments; and, like perſons of a tender ſight, they look 
on bright objects, in their natural luſtre, as too glaring; 
what is moſt delightful to a ſtronger eye is painful to 
them. Thus, Pindar, who has as much logic at the 
bottom as Ariſtotle or Euclid, to ſome critics has ap- 
peareddas mad; and mult appear ſo to all, who enjoy 

. | 7 beg 
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no portion of his own divine ſpirit. Dwarf-under- 
ſtandings, meaſuring others by their own ſtandard, are 
apt to think they ſee a monſter when they ſee a man. 
And, indeed, it ſeems to be the amends which nature 
makes to thoſe whom ſhe has not bleſſed with an ele- 
vation of mind, to indulge them in the comfortable 
miſtake, that all is wrong which falls not within the 
narrow limits of their own comprehenſions and reliſn. 
Judgment, indeed, that maſculine power of the mind, 
in ode, as in all compoſitions, ſhould bear the ſupreme 
ſway; and a beautiful 77agination, as its miſtreſs, ſhould 
be ſubdued to its dominion. Hence, and hence only 
can proceed the faireſt offspring of the human mind. 
But then in ode, there is this difference from other 
kinds of poetry; that, there, the imagination, like a 
very beautiful miſtreſs, is indulged in the appearance of 
domineering; tho' the 7udgmert, like an artful lover, in 
reality carries its point; and the leſs it is ſuſpected of 
it, it ſhews the more maſterly conduct, and deſerves the 
greater commendation. e 


It holds true in this province of writing as in war, 

„ The more danger, the more honour,” It muſt be 
very enterpriſing, it mult (in Shateſpeare's ſtyle) have 

| hair-breadth *ſcapes; and often tread the very brink of 
error: nor can it ever deſerve the applauſe of the real 


judge, unleſs it renders itſelf obnoxious to the miſap-, 


prehenfions of the contrary. | 
Bauch is Caſimire's ſtrain among the moderns, whoſe 
lively wit and happy fire is an honour to them. And Bu- 

chanan might juſtly be much admired, if any thing more 

than the ſweetneſs of his numbers, and the purity of 

his diction, was his own: his original, from which I 
have taken my motto, thro' all the diſadvantages of a 
northern proſe-tranſlation, is {till admirable ; and Cow- 
een ſays, as preferable in beauty to Buchanan, as Fudea 

1 is to Scotland. 5 | | es 
1 Pindar, Anacreon, Sappho, and Horace, are the great 
maoaſters of Lyric poetry among heathen writers. per 
„„ dars 


0 


N $33 
dar's muſe, like Sachariſſa, is a ſtately, imperious, and 
accompliſhed beauty; equally diſdaining the uſe of art, 
and the fear of any rival; ſo intoxicating, that it was 
the higheſt commendation that could be given an an- 
tient, that he was not afraid to taſte of her charms: 


Pindarici fontis qui non expalluit pauſtus. 
A danger which Horace declares he durſt not run. 
Anacreon's.muſe is like Amoret, moſt ſweet, natural 
and delicate, all over flowers, graces and charms; in- 
ipiring complacency, not awe; and ſhe ſeems to have 
e to adiuit a rival, which ſhe cannot 
find, 8 | 5 e 
Satßpho's muſe, like lady —, is paſſionately tender 
and glowing, like oil ſet on fire, ſhe is , and warm 
in exceſs, Sappbo has left us a few fragments only; 
time has ſwallowed the reſt; but that little which re- 
mains, like the remaining jewel of Cleopatra, after the 
other was diſſolved at her banquet, may be eſteemed (as 
Was that jewel) a ſufficient ornament for the goddeſs of 
beauty herſelf. 1-5 FVV 
Horace's muſe, (like one I ſhall not preſume to name) 
is correct, ſolid and moral; ſhe joins all the ſweetneſs 
and majeſty, all the ſenſe and the fire of the former, in 
the juſteſt proportions and degrees; ſuperadding a feli - 
city of dreſs entirely her own. She moreover is diſtin- 
guiſhable by this particularity, that ſhe abounds in hid- 
den graces, and ſecret charms, which none but the diſ-— 
cerning can diſcover ; nor are any capable of doing full 
Juſtice in their opinion to her excellencies, without giv- . 
ing the world, at the ſame time, an inconteſtable proof 
of refinement in their own underſtandings. 
But, after all, to the honour of our own country, I 
muſt add, that I think Mr. Dryden's ode on St. Cecilia s 
day inferior to no compoſition of this kind. Its chief 
beauty conſiſts in adapting the numbers moſt happily to 
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the variety of the occaſion ; thoſe by which he has choſ- 
en to expreſs majeſty, vis. 


Aſſumes the god, 


Afects to nod, | TC 
And ſeems to ſhake the ſpheres, 


ww 
93 


are choſen in the following ode, becauſe the ſubject of 
% ˙ 5 . | 

For the more harmony likeways, I choſe the frequent 
return of rhime; which laid me under great diſſiculties. 


Hut dithcultics overcome, give grace and pleaſure. Nor 
can I account for the pleaſure of rhime in general, (of 
which the moderns are too fond) but from this truth. 

hut then the writer muſt take care that the difficulty is 


overcome. That is, he muſt make rhime conſiſtent with 


as perfect ſenſe and expreſſion, as could be expected, if he 
was free from that ſhackle, Otherwiſe, it gives neither 


grace to the work, nor pleaſure to the reader, nor, con- 
ſequently, reputation to the poet. 5 
To ſum the whole. Ode ſhould be peculiar, but not 
ſtrained; moral, but not flat ; natural, but not obvivus ; 
delicate, but not afected; noble, but not ambitious ; full, 
but not obſcure: fiery, but not mad ; thick, but not load- 
ed in its numbers, which ſhould be moſt harmonious, 


without the leaſt ſacrifice of expreſſion or of ſenſe. A- 
bove all, in this, as in every work of genius, ſomewhat 


of an original ſpirit ſhould be, at leaſt, attempted ; 0- 
therways the poet, whoſe character diſclaims mediocrity, 
makes a ſecondary praiſe his ultimate ambition ; which 


bas ſomething of a contradiction in it. Originals only 
have true life, and differ as much from the beſt iinitati- 


ons, as men from the moſt animated pictures of them. 
Nor is what I ſay at all inconſiſtent with a due deference 
for the great ſtandards of antiquity ; nay, that very de- 


| ference is an argument for it, for doubtleſs their example 
is on my fide in this matter. And we ſhould rather im- 


tate their example in the general motives and gr 
| ; 


| o . 1 
al methods of their working, than in their works them- 
ſelves. This is a diſtinction I think not hitherto made, 
and a diſtinction of conſequence. For the t may 
make us their equals; the ſecnd muſt pronounce us their 
inferiors, even in our utmoſt ſucceſs. But the #r/? of 
theſe prizes is not ſo readily taken by the 9:9derns, as 
valuables too maſly for eaſy carriage are not ſo liable to 
the thief, Ty e | 
The antients had a particular regard to the choice of 
their /ubjeds ; which were generally national and great. 

My ſubject is in its own nature, noble, moſt proper for 
an Engliſhman; never more proper than on this occa- 
ſion; and (what is ſtrange) hitherto unſung. 

If I ſtand not ebſohnely condemned by my own rules; 
if I have hit the ſpirit of ade in general; if I cannot 
think with Mr. Gowley, that muſic alone, ſometimes, makes 

0 | | 


Verſus inopes rerum, nugeque canore; 
If there is any thought, enthuſiaſm, and picture, which 


are as the body, ſoul, and robe of poetry; in a word, if 
in any degree, I have provided rather y for men, than 


air for wits; 1 hope ſmaller faults will meet indulgence 


for the ſake of the deſign, which is tlie glory of my 
country and my king. e | 
And indeed, this may be ſaid, in general, that great 
ſubjects are above being nice; that dignity and fpirit 
ever ſuffer from ſcrupulous exactneſs; and that the 2 i- 
nuter cares effeminate a compoſition, Great maſters of 
poetry, painting and ſtatuary, in their nobler works, 
have even affected the contrary, And juſtly ; for a truly 
maſculine air partakes more of the vcgligent than of the 
neat, both in writings and in life. hs 


| Grandis oratio haberat majeſtatis ſue pondur. 
. | PETRON. 
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A poem, like a criminal, under too ſevere correction, 
may loſe all its ſpirit, and expire. We know it was /a- 
ber ius, that was ſuch an artiſt at a hair, or a nail; 
and we know the cauſe was, | | 5 


Qui ponere totum | I 
3 e 


To cloſe, if a piece of this nature wants an apolo- 
gy, 1 muſt own, that thoſe who have ſtrength of mind 
ſufficient profitably to devote the whole of theip time 
to the ſeverer ſtudies, I deſpair of imitating, I can only 
envy and admire. The mind is relieved and ſtrengthen- 
ed by variety; and he that /ometimes is ſporting with _ 
his pen, is only taking the moſt effectual means of giv- | 
ing a general importance to it. This truth is clear from 
the knowledge of human nature and of hi/tory ; from 
which I could cite very celebrated inſtances, did I not _ 
fear, that by citing them I ſhould condemn myſelf, who 
am ſo little qualified to follow their example in its full 
extent. „ oY 


* 


OCEAN. 


Concluding with a W I S H. 
Let the ſea make a noife, let the floods clap their hands. 


| | an 
WEEE T rural ſcene ! 
of flocks and green! 
At careleſs eaſe my limbs are ſpread; 
All nature ſtill, 
But yonder rill; 
And lit ning piges nod o'er - my heads 


| bs | 
| 1 proſpect wide, 
Ihe boundleſs ride! 
Waves ceaſe to ſoam, and winds to roar; 
Without a breeze, 
The curling ſeas 


ö Dance on, in e to the ſhore, | 
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. 
Who ſings the /purce 
Of wealth and force? | 
Vaſt field of commerce, and big war, 
Where wonder, dwell ! 
Where zerrors ſwell! 


And Neptune thunders from his car! 


„ 
Where? where are they, 
Whom Pæœan's ray 


Has touch'd, and bid divinely rave? 


What, none aſpire ? 
1 ſnatch the lyre, 


And plunge into the foaming v wave. 


: DC 
The wave reſounds ! 
The rock rebounds! 


The Nereids to my ſong reply ! 


I lead the choir, 
And they conſpire, 


Was 1 voice and ſhell, to lift it high. 


. 
Dey ſpread in air 
Their boſoms fair, 


Their verdant treſſes pour behind, 


The billows beat 
With nimble feet, 
With notes triumphant ſwell the wind. 


vn. Who | 


AN DK. 
ee 
Who love the ſhore, 
Let thoſe adore 
The god Apollo, and his nine, 
Parnaſſus hill, | 
And Orpheus Neill; 
But let Arion's harp be mine. 
e wh 
The main! the main! 
Ils Britain's reign; 6 
Her ſtrength, her glory is her fleet; 
The main! the main! 
Be Britain's (train; 
As Tritons ſtrong, as Syrens ſweet. 


IX. 

Thro' nature wide, 

Is nought deſery'd 
So rich in pleaſure or ſurprize; 
When all-ſerene, | 
How ſweet the ſcene? _ 
How dreadful when the billows riſe ! 


X. 
When ſtorms deface 
The fluid glaſs, | | 
In which e'er while Britannia fair 
Look'd down with pride, 
Like ocear's bride, 


Adjuſting her majeſtic air? 


—— ee 
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„ . 

When tempeſts ceaſe, 

And huſli'd in peace, 

The flatten'd ſurges, ſnoothly\ſpread, 
Deep ſilence keep, 
And ſeem to ſleep, 

Recumbent on their 00zy bed; 


: . 
With what a trance, 
The level glance 
Unbroken, ſhoots along the ſeas ? 
Which tempt from ſhore 
The painted oar; 
And every canvas courts the breeze! 


| XIII. 
When ruſhes forth | 
The frowning North 
On black'ning billows, with 3 dread 
My ſhuddering ſoul. 
Beholds them rowl, 
And hears their roaring HE my head? 


XIV. 
With terror, mark, 
Yon flying bark ! 
Nov centre-deep deſcend the brave; : 
Now toſs'd on high, 
It takes the ſky, 
A feather on 1 the tow' "ring? wave! 1 


AN O D E. 
„ 
Now, ſpins around 
In whirls profound; 


24 


Now wbelm' d; now pendent near the clouds; * 


Now ſtunn'd it reels 
Midſt thunders peals; 7 
And now y herce lightning fires the ſhrouds, 


XVI. 
; All Ether burns! 
Chaos returns! _ 
And blends, once more, the ſeas and ſkies, 
Do ſpace between 
Thy boſom green, 


o deep! and the blue concave lyes. 


| XVII. 
The northern blaſt, 
| The ſhatter'd malt, 8 
The ſyrt, the whirlpool, and the rock, 
The breaking ſpout, | 
The ſtars gone out, 
The boiling _ the monſters ſhock, 


„„ XVIII. 
Let others fear; 
To Britain dear 
Whate'er promotes her 50 claim; ; 
Thoſe terrors charm, | 
Which keep her warm 
| In chace of honeſt gain or r fame, 


L XIX. The | 


. 
8 
The ſtars are bright 
To chear the night, 


And ſhed, thro' ſhadows, temper d fire; 


And Phzebus flames 

1 With burniſh'd beams, | 
Which ſome adore, and all admire. 
„„ > 

Are then the ſeas 
Outſhone by theſe ? 


Bright Thetys! thou art not outſhone; 


With kinder beams, 
And ſofter gleams, 
Thy bolom 1 wears them as thy own. = 


XXI. 

"There, ſet in green, 

Gold ſtars are ſeen, 5 
A mantle rich! thy charms to wrap; 5 

And when the ſunn | 
lis race has run, 
He falls enamour'd in thy lap. 
„ 

Thoſe clouds whoſe dyes 
Adorn the ſkies,  _ 
That filver /70wv, that pearly rain, 
| Has Phebus ſtole. 


JIꝓ0 grace the pole, N 
The plunder of th' invaded main! 


XXIII. The 


AN 0 D E. | | 7 
| XXIII. | 85 
The gaudy bow, 
- Whoſe colours glow, 
Whoſe arch with ſo much fill! is OW 
To Phebusr' ray, | 
Which paints ſo gay, 
By mee the wat'ry woof was 5 lent, 


— 


xxlv. 
In chambers deep, 
Where waters ſleep, 
What unknown treaſures pave the lor! 
The pearl in rows 
Pale luſtre throws; 
The wealth immenſe, which florms devour. 


„ XXV. 
From Indian mines, 
With proud deſigns 
op he merchant ſwoln, digs golden ore: C 
The tempeſts riſe, 
And ſeize the prize, 
And ws. him breathleſs on the hank, 


XXVI. 
His ſon complains 
In pious ſtrains, 
= Ah! cruel thirſt of gold,” he cries; 
Then ploughs the main, 
In zeal for gain, e 
The tears yet ſwelling in his eyes. 


3 5 XXVII. 
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| | XXVII. 
Thou wat' ry vaſt ! 
What mounds are caſt 
To bar thy dreadful flowings o'er? 
Thy proudeſt foam —_ 
Mult know its home; 


| But rage of gold diſdains a ſhore, 


XXVII. 


Gold pleaſure buys, 
But pleaſure dies, 


Too ſoon the groſs fruition cloys; 3 


Tho? raptures court, 
The ſenſe is ſhort; 


Fut virtue kindles living joys; 


XXIX. 
Joys felt alone! 
Joys aſl'd of none! 


| Which time's and fortune's arrows s miſs; ; 


Joys that ſubfiſt, 
Tho' fates enn, 


An unprecarious, endleſs bliſs! 


Wh + oY 
The ſoul reßn'd 
Js molt inclin'd 


To every moral excellence; 


All vice is dull, 
A knave's a fool; 


And virtue is the child of ſenſe 


xXXXI. The 


AN ODE. 


XXXI. 


The virtuous mind, 

Nor wave, nor wind | 

| Nor civil rage, nor tyrant's frown, | 
| The ſhaken ball, 

Nor planets fall, 

5 From its n deln can dethrone. 


XXXII. 


:T his Br tain knows, 

And therefore glows 

With gen'rous paſſions, and expends | 
Hier wealth and real 

On public weal, 


And e boils by god-like ends. 


XXXIII. : 


| What end ſo great, 

As that which late 

Awoke the genius of the main, 
Which tow'ring roſe, 

| With GzoRGE to cloſe, 

And point out great EL1za's reign's * 


„„ xxxlv. 
A voice has flown 
From Britain's throne, 
To re-inflame a grand deſign ; 
| That voice ſhall rear 
Lon fabric fair, 
As nature's roſe at the divine. 


* Greenwich, 
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XXXV. When 


_ 0 Cc E A N. 
XXXV. 

When nature ſprung, 

Hhleſt angels ſung, 

And ſhouted o'er the riſing | ball; 
For ſtrains as high, 

As man's can fly, 

Theſe ſea- devoted 8 call. 


XXXVI. 
From boiſt'rous ſeas, 
The lap of eſe 
Receives our wounded, and our ala; 
High domes aſcend! 
| Stretch'd arches bend! 2 
” Proud columns ſwell! ! wide gates unfold ! 5 


xXxxXVII. 
80 geeps the grain, 
In foſt'ring rain 
And vital beams till Jove 1 
Then, burſts the root! 
The verdures ſnoot! 
And earth enrich, adorn, defend! 


XXXVIII. 
Here, ſoft - reclin'd, 
From wave, from wind, 
And fortune's tempeſt ſafe aſhore, 
To cheat their care, 
Of former war | 
They talk the pleaſing Sbadrws o'er. X A 


| XXXIX, I 


e XXXIX. 
In lengthen'd tales, 
oOiur fleet prevails ; 
In tales the lenitives of age! 
And o'er the bowl, 
They fire the ſoul 
Of liſt'ning youth to martial rage. 


335ͥͤð ͥ x ny 
The ſtory done, 
Their ſetting ſun 
Serenely ſmiling down the weſt, 
In ſoft decay 
They drop away; 
4 And honour leads them to their reſt. 


XII. 
2 they! + 
And falſely gay! 
Who baſk for ever in ſucceſs; 
A conſtant feaſt 
Quite palls the taſte, 
And long enjoyment is dj reſi. 


| XLII. 

What charms us moſt, 

Our joy, our boaſt, 
Familiar loſes all its gloſs: 

And gold refin'd 

The /ated mind 


FPaſtidious turns to raue dro. 


. 
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XLIII. When 
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. 
When, after toil, 
His native ſoil, 
The panting mariner regains, 
What zraxſport flows 
From bare repoſe ? 


We 9 our pleaſure from our pains. 


4 LIV. 
Ve warlike ſlain ! 

Beneath the main, 
Wrapt in a wat'ry winding-ſheet; 
Who bought with blood 
Your country's good, 
Your country's full-blown glory greet. 


XLV. 
What pow'rful charm 
Can death diſarm? 
Your long, your iron ſlumbers break? 


By Joe, by fame, 
By GEOROE'S name, 


Awake! awake! awake ! 


| XII. 
Our joy ſo proud, 
Our ſhout ſo loud, 


Without a charm the dead might hear? 


And ſee they rouſe! 
Their awful brows, 


Deep: car d, from odzy pillows rear! 


XLVn. 


155 XLII. 
with ſpiral ſhell, 
Full- blaſted tell, 


| ur wat'ry trades ſhould ri ring; ; 
Vour pearl alcoves, 
Lour coral groves, 


| Should eccho theirs, and Britain 8 king. 


XLVIM. 
As long as ſtars 
Guide mariners, 
As CaKOLIxA's virtues pleaſe, 
Or ſuns invite 


The raviſh'd fight, 


The Britiſh flag ſhall ſiveep the ſeas, 


| XLIX. 
' Peculiar both! 
Our ſoils frong growth, 


And our bold natives hardy mind; 


Sure heav'n beſpoke 
Our hearts and oat, 
To give a maſter to mankind. 


15 * 

_ That nobleſt birth 

Of teeming earth, 

bol foreſts fair that daughter deus 
| To foreign coaſts 

Our grandeur boaſts, 


120 Britain 8 pleaſure ſpeaks aloud. 
L 7 


LI. Now 


242 8 OG E A N. 
Now big with war, 
ends fate from far, 
If rebel realms their fate demand; 
Now, ſumptuous ſpoils . 4 
olf foreign ſoils EIN. 
Pours in the boſom of our land. BY 


5 LIT. 
Hence, Britain lays 
In ſcales, and weighs 


The fates of kingdoms, and of kings; 


And as ſhe frowns 
Or ſmiles, on crowns _ 
Anight, or day of glory ſprings, 


LIII. 


Thus ocean ſwells 
The ſtreams and till, WT 
And to their borders lifts them high; 
Or elſe withdraws 
The mighty cauſe, 


And leaves their famiſh'd channels dry. 


„ 
How mixt, how frail, | 
How ſure to fail, 
15 ev'ry pleaſure of mankind; 6 
A damp deſtroys 
My blooming joys, 
While Britain's glory fires my ind. 


LV. for 


AN O D E. 
For who can gaze 
On reſtleſs ca, ö 


5 Unſtruck with 4% 7's more reſtleſs ſtate; 1 


Where all are tols d, 
And mſs are loſt 
By _ of belt ion, blaſts of fate: 7 


55 | LV 
_— The ert ite main, 
| How vext? how vain? 
Ambition ſwells, and anger foams; = 
May good men find, 
Beneath the wind, 
A noiſeleſs ſhore, unruffled homes 1 


| LII. 
The public ſcene 
; Of harden'd men J 
Teach me, O teach me to deſpiſe! 
The avarld few know, 
But to their woe; 
| Our crimes with our experience riſe. | 


LVIIL. 
All tender ſenſe 
Is baniſh'd thence, — 
All maiden nature's firſt alarms; 
What ſhock'd before 
Diſguſts no more, 
And what diſguſted has its charms, 
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8 AX. 
In landſcapes green 
True 6%Ciſt is ſeen, 
With innocence, in ſhades ſhe ſports; 3 
In wealthy 79wns 
Proud labour frowns, 
And painted /5rrow ſmiles in courts, 


Theſe ſcenes untry'd 
Seduc'd my pride, 
To fortune's arrows bare'd my breaſt ; 
Till wi/dom came, 
. A hoary dame?! --- 
And told me pleaſure was in ret. 


The Aurkoks W i 8 H. 


[Es 
O may ſteal 
| Along the vale 
Of humble life, ſecure from foes! | 
5 My friend ſincere! 
15 My judgment clear! 
| And gentle buſt meſs my repoſe 1 


PE 
My mind be firong 


To combat wrong ! 


Grateful, O king! for favours ſhown ! *. 


89% to complain 
For others Pein? 
And vold to triumph o'er my own! 


| LXII . (When 


4 b K. 


LXIII. 
(When fortune 8 — 
Acute to find, 
And warm to reliſh every boon! 
: And wiſe to (till oY 
Ph)hantaſtic il, © 
Whole * Meltres ſtalk at 120077 25 


. LIV. | 
No fruitleſs 21 
Do brainleſs brolle / 4 
- Each moment level'd at the mark! 7 | 
Our day ſo ſhort 
RE, , 
= * ſad and ſolemn when tis dark, 


os 
Yet, prudence, ſtill 
Rein thou my will! 


What' s moſt important make mol, dear # 


For tis in t/zs | 
Reſides true bliſs; 
| True blits, a deity ſevere! | 


LXVI. 
When temper leans 
To gayer ſcenes, - 


5 and ſerious life void moments ſpares, | 


The /ylvan chace, 


My ſinews brace! | 
Or ſong unbend aha. mind from cares? 
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LXVII. 
Nor ſhun, my foul! 
The genial bowl, 
Where mirth, good- nature, Hirit fl. flow! 
Ingredients theſe, | 
Above to pleaſe 
The * g Cod, the iſe below. | 


LXVII. 


Tho? rich the vine, 
More wit than wine, 
8 More ſenſe than wit, good-will than art, | 
May I provide! 

| Fair truth my pride! 

My Joy the e cpnverie of the beart 5 


LXIX. 


T he gloomy brow, 

The broken voa, 

To diſtant climes, ye gods, remove! 
The nobly- ſould 
Their commerce hold 

With words of truth, and looks of /ove! 


O glorious aim! 
O wealth ſupreme! 
Divine benevolence of ſoul ! 
That greatly glows, 
And freely flows, 
And in one bleſſing graſps the whole! 


LXXI. P Fe 
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LXXI. 


| Prophetic ſchemes, 

And golden dreams, 

May I, unſanguin, caſt away! 

Have, what I have! 

And live, not leave, 
Enamour'd of the preſent day! 


IXXII. 
My hours my own! 
My faults un&nown! 
| BY chief revenue in content! 
Ihen, leave one beam 
Of honeſt fame! 
- And ſcorn the he labour'd | monument! 


LXXIII. 


Unhurt my urn! 
TUDill that great turn 
When mighty nature's [elf ſhall de, : 
Time ceaſe to glide, 
With human pride, 

| Sunk 4 in the OCEAN of ETCRx1ITY- 
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| IMPERIUM PELAGIL 


K 


NAVAL LYRIC: 


Written | in IMITATION of 


PINDAR's SPIRIT. 


oel, vs 


: By his Mir s Return from Rae 


Sept. 722 and the ſucceeding PEACE. 


Monte decurrens ler amnis, imbres 
Quem ſuper notas aluere ripas, 
Kean, immenſuſque ruit profundo 
Pindarus ore. 


Concines lætoſque dies, & urbis 
Publicum ludum, ſuper impetrato I 
Fortis AvGu3T1 reditu. „M 


— — — — —— 2 


PRE PS CK 


Pindaric carries a formidable ſound ; but there is 


| nothing formidable in the true nature of it: Of 
which (with utmoſt ſubmiſſion) I conceive the critics 
have hitherto entertained a falſe idea. Pindar is as na- 


| tural as Anacreon, tho' not ſo familiar. As a fixed ſtar 
is as much in the bounds of nature, as a flower of the 
field, tho? leſs obvious and of greater dignity. This 


is not the received notion of Pindar: I ſhall therefore 
ſoon ſapport at large that hint which is now given. 
Trade is a very noble ſubject in itſelf; more proper 
than any for an Engli/hman ; and particularly ſeaſonable 
at this juncture, 5 : : | 
We have more ſpecimens of good writing in every 


province than in the /ub/ime; our two famous epic po- 
ems excepted. I was willing to make an attempt where 


I had feweſt rivals. 


If on reading this ode, any man has a fuller idea of 
the real intereſt, or poible glory of his country, than 


before; or a ſtronger impreſſion from it, or a warmer 


concern for it, I give up to the critic any further repu- 


1 


tation. 


We have many copies and tran/lations that paſs for o- 


riginals, This ode I humbly conceive is an original, 
tho' it profeſſes imitation. No man can be like Pindar, 
by imitating any of his particular works; any more 
than like Raphael, by copying the Cartoons, The ge- 
nius and ſpirit of ſuch great men muſt be collected from 
| the whole; and when thus we are poffeſſed of it, we 
muſt exert its energy in /ubjeds and de/igns of our own. 
Nothing is ſo «unpindarical as following Pindar on the 


foot. Pindar's an original, and he muſt be ſo too wha 
would be like Pindar in that which is his greateſt praiſe, 


Nothing ſo unlike as a claſe copy and a noble original. 
As for length, Pindar has an unbroken ode of ſix hun- 
dred lines. Nothing is long or ſhort in writing, but re- 
; : latively 
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PR E ACE. 
latively to the demand of the ſubje& and the manner of : 
treating it. A di/tich may be long, and a folio Hort. 


However, I have broken this ode into ſtrains, each of 


which may be conſidered as a ſeparate ode if you pleaſe, 
And if the variety and fulneſs of matter be conſidered, 


I am rather apprehenſive of danger from brevity in this 


ode, than from length. But lank writing is what I think 


_ ought moſt to be declined, if for nothing elſe, for our 


plenty of it. | | | at 2 

The ode is the moſt ſpirited kind of poetry, and the 
Pindaric is the moſt ſpirited Kind of ode, This I ſpeak 
at my own very preat peril: but truth has an eternal 


title to our confeſſion, tho? we are ſure to ſuffer by it, 
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CONTENT $&.- 
The ODE conſiſts of a Prelude; tue Strains; 
a Moral; a Cloſe, and a Chorus. 5 
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5 H E propofition. An addreſs to the veſſel that 
brought over the 4m þ bo ſhould ſing on this 

occaſion. A Pindaric boaſt. „00 
STRAIN I: How the king attended. A proſper? of hap- 
pineſs. Induſtry. A ſurpriſing inſtance of it in Old Rome, 
The miſchief of //oth. What happineſs is. Slot h its great; 
eſt enemy. Trade natural w Britain, Trade invok'd. 
Dieſcrib'd. What the greateſt human excellence. The 
'- praiſe of wealth. Its uſe, abuſe, end. The vartety of na- 
ture. The final oral cauſe of it. The benefit of man's 
| neceſſities. Britain's naval ſtores. She makes all nature 
ſerviceable to her ends. Of reaſon. Its excellence, Hoy 
we ſhould form our e/timate of things. Keaſor's difficult 
taſk, Why the firſt glory hers, Her ee in Old Britain, 
STRAIN II, Arts from commerce. Why Britons 
ſhould purſue it. What wealth zncludes. An hiftorical 
digreſſion, which kind is moſt frequent in Pindar. The 
wealth and wonderful glory of Tyre. The approach of 
her ruin. The cauſe of it, Her crimes thro? all rankg 

and orders, Her miſerable fall. The neighbouring kings 
juſt reflexion on it. An awful image of the divine pow. 
er and vengeance. From what Tyre fell, and how deep 
her calamity, Ld Ten Bone hont.” congorls 
 STRrAin III. An inference from this hiſtory. Advice 
to Britain, More proper to her than other nations. How | 
far the ſtroke of Hranny reaches. What ſupports our 
endeavours. The uncon/idered benefits of lilerty. Brj- 
tain's obligation to purſue rade. Why above half the 
globe is /ea. Britain's grandeur from her „tuation. The 
ind, the ſeas, the con/tellations, deſeribed - Sir 1/aac 
Newton's praiſe, Britain compar'd with other ſtates, 
The Leviathan deſcribed. Britain's fite and antient 
title to the /easr, Who rival her. Of Venice, Hol- 
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tain's record. 
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land. Some deſpiſe trade as mean. Cenſured for it. 
Trade's glory. The late Czar. Solomon. A ſurpriſing 
Inſtance of magnificence. The merchant's dignity. Com- 
pared with men of letters. KEE 


STRAIN IV. Pindar invok'd. His praiſe, Britain 


ſhould decline war, but boldly aſſert her trade. Encou- 
raged from the throne. Britain's condition without 
trade. Trade's character, and ſurpriſing deeds. Carth- 
age. Solomon's temple. St. Paul's church. The miſer's 


character. The wonderful effects of trade. MHhy reli. 
gion recommended to the merchant, What falſe joy, 
What true. What religion is to the merchant. Why 
trade more glorious in Britons than others. How warm- 
ly and how long to be purſued by us. The Britains le- 


gacy. Columbus. His praiſe, America deſcribed. Worlds 
-- {till az4#nowz. Queen Eliſabeth, King GEORGE the ſe- 
_ cond. His glory navally repreſented. 


| STrain V. That is the bound of Britain's power. 


Beyond that of the moſt famed in hiſtory. The ſign 
Hyra. What the conſtellations are. Argo. The whale, 
The dolphin. Eridanus. The lion. Libra. Virgo. Bere- 


nice. The Britiſh ladies cenſured. The moon. What 
the ſea is. Apo/trophe to the emperor. The Spaniſh ar- 


mada. How Britain ſhould ſpeak her reſentment. What 


* power. What natives do in war. The Tartar. 
Mogul. Africa. China. Who maſter of the world. 
What the hiſtory of the world is. The genealogy of 
glory. Miſtakes about it. Peace the merchant's har- 
veſt. Ships of divine origin. Merchants ambaſſadors. 
The Britains voyage. Praiſe the food of glory. Bri- 
| The moſt happy ſhould be the moſt virtuous, Of .- 
ternity. What Britain's art ſhould be. Whence ſlavery. 
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This ſubjelt now firſt ſung. How ſung. Preferable to 
Pindar's ſubjects. How Britain ſhould be ſung by al. 


d n O0.R U. 
. THE 


e 
* ER c HAN T. 


AN 


On the BRI 11 18 n Trade and Navigation. 


10 His Gaack the 
[DUKE of CHAND 98. 


%% dv io9er Ao Late 

Ou &vTi pb, 
raro uni Taye 5 | : 
S's hoover _ PixD, Nem. Ode VI. 


E 1 EK I U D 


| F. AST by the /urge my limbs are ſpread; 
The naval oak nods o'er my head; 
The winds are loud; the waves ee en rowl: 
Ve winds! indulge your rage no more; 
Ye ſounding billows ! ceaſe to roar: 
The god deſcends ; - and tranſports warm my ſonl. 
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The waves are huſht ; the winds are ſpent != - 
This kingdom, from the kingdoms rent, 

J celebrate in ſong. Fam'd iſle! no leſs, 

Buy nature's favour, from mankind, 
Than by the foaming /ea dizjoin'd ; : 

Alone in bens?" an ak in happineſs ! 


11. 
Tho' Fate and time wok damp'd my ſtrains, 
Tho? youth no longer fires my veins, 
Tho' flow their ſtreams in this cold climate 1 run ; 
The royal eye diſpels my cares, 
| Recals the warmth of blooming years, 
. Returning GzoRGe ſupplies the diſtant ſun, 


IV: -- 1 
Away my foul! ſalute the * Pine, 
That glads the heart of CaROLIxE, 
Its grand depoſit faithful to reſtore ; 
Salute the bart that ne'er ſhould hold 
So rich a freight in gems or gold, 
And loaded from both Ladies would be poor. 


My ſoul! to thee, he ſpreads her fails; _ 
Their boſoms fill with ſacred pales ; 
| With inſpiration from the godhead warm; 
New bound for an eternal clime, 
O ſend her down the tide of time, 
Snatch'd from oblivion, and ſecure from ſtorm. 


The VESSEL in which the KaNG came over, 


VI. Or 


AN O D E. 2865 
Es 
Or teach 7his flag, like ht to ſoar, 
Which gods of old and heroes bore ; 
Bid her a Briti/h conſtellation riſe— _ 
The ſea ſhe ſcorns; and, now, ſhall bound 
On lofty billows of ſweet ſound ; 
7 am her pilot, and her port the lies ! 
375 —_— 
Dare you to ſink, ye tinkling train ! 
Silence ye wretched ! ye prophane ! 
Who ſhackle proſe, and boaſt of 4% ent gods; 
Who murder thought, and numbers maim, 


Who write Pindarics cold and lame, 
and labour (tif Anacreontic odes, 


vii. 
Ve laauſful ſons of genius riſe! 
Of genuine title to the ſkies; 
'Ye Fouts of learning! and ye mints of fame! 
You, who file off the mortal part 
Of glowing thought, with Attic art, BEE, 
And drink pure ſong from Cam's or I ſtream,! 
15 + 
T glow, I burn! the numbers pure, 
High-flavour'd, delicate, mature, 
Spontaneous fiream from my unlabour'd breaſt ; 
As when full-ripen'd teems the vine, 


The generous burſts of willing wine, 
_ Diſtil nectareous from the grape a:zpre/?. 
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— TR ATR EE 
Our monarch comes! nor comes alone? 
What ſhining forms ſurround his throne, 
O ſun! as planets thee! to my loud ſtrain 
See peace, by wiſdom led, advance; 
The grace, the muſe, the ſcaſon dance; 


And plonty ſpreads behind her flowing train! 


II. 
Our cl comes! nor comet 41! 
New glories kindle round his throne; 


The viſions riſe! I triumph as I gaze, 


By Pindar led, I turn'd of late 


The volume dark, the folds of fate; 5 
And, now, am preſent to the future blaze. 


1 I. 


By 88 and Powe it is decreed, 

The mighty months in pomp neoieed,: 
Fair daughters of the ſun!—O thou divine, 

Bleſt ;ndu/try ! a ſmiling earth 

From thee alone derives its birth : 


Ay thee the plough-ſhare, and its maſter ſhine, 


IV. | 
From thee, maſt, cable, anchor, oar, 
From thee the cannon, and his roar ; | 
On cals nurſt, rear'd by thee, wealth, empire grows: : 
O golden fruit! Sat well might prove 
The ſacred tree, the tree of ore; 


All Fore can give, the naval oak beſtows. 


V. What | 


„o 
What can not induſtry complete? 
* When Punic war firſt flam'd the great, 
| Bold, active, ardent Roman fathers meet: 
Fell all your groves”, a Flamen cries; 
As {oon they fall; as ſoon they riſe; 
One moon; a fore/?, and the next, a fleet, 
Is Heth indulgence? *Tis a toil; 
Enervates man, and damns the ſoil ; 
| Defeats creation, plunges in diſtreſs, 
Cankers our being, all devours; 
A full exertion of our pow'rs! 
7 Thence, and thence only, glows our xr bappineſs 


VII. 
The fiream may eie, yet be clear, : 
The ſun ſuſpend his ſwift career, 
Yet healthy nature feel her wonted force; 
Ere man, his active ſprings reſign'd, 
Can ruſt in body and in mind, 


| Yer taſte of ville, of which he choaks the ource. 


VIII. | | 
Whores induſtry ! thy daughter fair? 
Recal her to her ꝝative air: 
Here was trade born, here bred, bere flouriſh 4 long; 
And ever ſhall ſhe flouriſh here : 
What tho? ſhe Janguiſh'd? twas but /ear, 
| She's ſound of heart, her conſtirution ſtrong. 


* L, Moses, | = 
| M 2 Ix. Wake, 


THE MERCHANT. 
Wake, ſting her up. Trade] lean no more 
On thy fixt anchor, puſh from ſhore, 

Earth lyes before thee, every climate court. 
And ſee! ſhe's rons'd, abſoly'd from fears, 
Her brow in cloudleſs azure rears, 85 

Spreads all ker fail, and opens may pore 
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| x. 
See, cheriſh'd by her ſiſter, peace, 
he levies gain on every place, 
Religion, habit, cuſtom, tongue and name! 
Again, ſhe travels with the ſun, 
Again, ſhe draws a golden zone 
| Round earth and n main; bright zone of wealth and fame! 


| XI. 
Ten thouſand active hands, that hung 
In ſhameful ſloth, with nerves unſtrung, 
The nations languid load defy the ſtorms, 
The ſheets unfurl, and anchors weigh, 


The long-mor'd veſſels wing to ſea, 
Worlds worlds _— and progyd ocean ſwarms, 


| XII. 
His ons, Po, Ganges, Danube, Nite, 
Their ſedgy forcheads lift and ſmile ; 


Their urns inverted prodigally pour 
Streams charg'd with wealth, and vow to buy 


Britannia for their great ally, | 
wi ith climes paid down; what can the gods do more! ? 


XIII. Cold 
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Cold 1 Ru 2 coſtly furs, from far 

Hot China ſends her painted jar, 
France gen'rous wines to crown it, Arab ſweet 

With gales of incenſe ſwells our fails, | 

Nor diſtant Id our merchant fails, 
Her richeſt ore the ba//2/7 of our fleet. 

I os © + ro 

Luxuriant iſle ! what tide that flows, 
Or ſtream that glides, or wind that blows, 
Or genial ſun that ſhines, or ſhow'r that pours, 
But flows, glides, breathes, ſhines, pours for thee 2 


How every heart dilates to ſee 
Fach land 8 each 288 e on thy ſhores? ? 


| Al theſe one Britifh harveſt wht f 
The ſervant Ocean, for thy ſake, 


1 Both ſinks and ſwells: his arms thy boſom wrap 


And fondly give in boundleſs dow'r 
To mighty GzorGE's growing pow'r, 
The waſted world into thy loaded lap. 


XVI. 
Commerce brings riches, riches crown 
Fair virtue with the firſt renown : 
A large revenue, and a large expence, 
When hearts for others welfare glow, 
And ſpend as free as gods beſtow, = 
_ Gives the full bloom to mortal excellence, 


M 3 | XVI. Glow 
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| XVII. 

Glow then my breaſt ! abound my ſtore! ! 
This, and this boldly 1 implore, 

Their want and apathy let Stoics boaſt : 

Paſſions and riches, good or ill, 

As us'd by man, demand our ſkill ; 

AU bleſſings wound us when diſcretion? $ loſt. 


XVIII. 
Wealth, in the rirtuous and the wiſe, 
Pris vice and folly to deſpiſe: _ 
Let hae in praiſe of poverty refine, 
Whoſe heads or hearts pervert its uſe, 
The nar rob. ſoul d or the profuſe, 
T he tr uly great find morals in the mine, 


XIX. 
3 the man who, large of bent, 
Has learnt the rare, illuſtrious art 
of being rich: ſtores /farve us, or they clay, 
From gold, if more than chymic {kill, 
Extract not what is brighter ſtill : 
"tis hard to gain, much harder to enjoy. 
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1 4 | 
| Plenty s a ears, and joy her end: 
Exalted minds their joys extend. 
A Chandos ſhines, when others joys are done: 
A sĩ lofty turrets by their height, 
When humble ſcenes reſign their light, 
Retain the rays of the declining ſun, 


XXI. Pre- 


AAN DE. 21 
. 
Pregnant with bleſſings, Britain wear 
No ſordid fon of thine ſhall dare 8 
offend the donor of thy wealth and peace; 
Who ac, his whole creation drains _ 
To pour into thy tumid veins _ 
That blood of nations! commerce and increaſe, 


| XXII. 
How various nature! turgid grain, 
Here nodding floats the golden plain; 


Ther? worms weave ſilken webs, here glowing vines | 


Lay forth their purple to the ſun, 
Beneath the ſoil, there harveſts run, 
And kings revenues 2 8 in the mines, 


| What? s various actors? art divine, 
Man's ſoul to ſoften and reſine; 
Heay' n different growths to Arent lands imparts, 
That all may ſtand in need of all, 
And intereſt draw around the ball, | 
A net to catch, and Join all human hearts. 


IS © ©, FO 
Thus has the great Creator's pen, 
His law /upreme to mortal men, 
In their aeceſſities diſtinctly writ :. 
Even appetite ſupplies the place 
Of abſent virtue, abſent grace, 
And humans want an, top 1 human wit. 


NM 4 rs XXV. Valt 


7. THE 
„% oY 
| Vaſt naval enſigns ſtrow'd around, 
_ The wond'ring /5reigner confocnd ; 
How ſtands the deep-aw'd continent aba, 
As her proud ſcepter'd ſons ſurvey, 
At every port, on every key, 
Huge mountains riſe, of cable, anchor, malt ? 


. 


Th' unwildy tun! the ponderous bale l 
Each prince his own clime ſet to ſale 
Sees here, by ſubjects of a Briti/h king: 
_ Jlow earth's abridg'd? all nations range 
A narrow fpot ! our throng'd Exchange, 
And ſend the ſtreams of plenty from their ſpring. 


XXVII. 


Nor earth one, all nature bends 
In aid to Britain's glorious ends: 
TS oils ſhe in trade? or bleeds in honeſt WAYS : 4 
Hex keel each yielding /e enthrals, 
-ach willing «vizd her canvas calls, 
| Her pl into ſervice liſts the ſtars. | 


eilt. 
In ſize confin'd, and bumbly mage, - 
What tho' we creep beneath the ſhade, 
And ſeem as emmets on this point the ball? 
Heaven lighted up the human ſoul, 
Heaven bid its rays tranſpierce the whole, 
And giving gone reaſon, une us all. 


XXX, Thou 
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XXIX. 


Thou golden chain 1wixt God and men, 
Bleſt reaſon ! guide my life and pen; 

All ills, like ghoſts, fly trembling at thy Rene 
Who thee obeys, reigns over all; 
Smiles, tho' the ſtars around him fall; 

A God 1 is 1 SOngnt but N infinite. 


XXX. 


The man of reaſon is à god, 

Who ſcorns to ſtoop to fortune's nod Z 
Sole agent he beneath the ſhining e | 
pins are þa/ſive, are impell d, 

re frighten'd, flatter'd, ſunk or fell d, 
As 2 is PREP to demineer, 


Dh þ © © up 
Our hopes and fears are much to blame; 

Shall monarchs awe © or crowns inan? 
From groſs miſtake our idle tumult ſprings 3 : 

Th:/e men the ſilly world diſarm, 

Elude the dart, diſſolve the charm, | 
Who know the lender worth of zen and things, 


5 XXXTT. 
The preſent object, preſent day, 
Are idle phantoms, and away; 
What's Jaſting only does ex. Know 75e, 
Life, fame, friends, freedom, empire, call; 
Peace, commerce, freedom, nobly fall 


To launch us on the flood of endle 5 bliſs... 


* 5 XXXIII. Hew 


* 


A triple- realm that awes the continent: 


unn MERCHANT. 
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How foreign theſe, tho moſt in in view. _ 
_ Go, look your whole exiſtence through 3 


Thence form your rule; therice fix your eſtimate, 


For ſo the gods. But as the gains, 
How great the i? 'twill coſt more pains, 


To . folly than reduce a Pw. 


XXXIV. . 


| Hence, reaſon ! the fir/t palm i is thine : 
Old Britain learnt from thee to ſhine; 


By thee, trades ſwarming throng, gay freedoms ſmile, 


_ Armies, in war of fatal frown, 
Of peace the pride, arts flowing gown, 


| : Enrich, ws 8 infra} © our . 


4 
| Conmrrcs gives arts, as well as gain; 
Ey commerce wafted o'er the main, 


They barbarous climes enlighten as they run; 


Arts, the rich traffic of the ſoul ! 
May travel thus from pole to pole, 


And gild the world with learning“ 8 brighter ſun, 


W 
Commerze gives learning, virtue, gold! 
Ply commerce, then, ye Britons bold, 
Inur'd to winds and ſeas! leſt gods repent: 
The gods that thron'd you in the wave, 
And, as the frident's emblem, gave 


III. And 


* 
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And awes with wealth; for wealth is pow'r:. 


When Fove deſcends a golden ſhow'r, 1 8 
is navies, armies, empire, all in one. 
View, emulate, outſhine Old Tyre; 
In ſcarlet rob'd, with gems on fire, 


: Her merchants, princer! every deck, a throne! ; 


IV. . 
she ſat an empreſs ! aw'd the flood! 
ler able column Ocean trodʒ 
She call'd the nations, and ſhe call d the * 
Buy both obey d: the Syrian ſings; 
. The Cyprian” s art her viol ſtrings : 
Togarmab's ſteed along her valley neighs. 
The fir of Senir makes her floor, 
And Baſhan's oak transform'd her oar ; 
High Lebanoz her maſt: far Dedan warms | 
Her mantl'd hoſt; Arabia feeds; 
| Her fail of purple Egypt ſpreads; 
Arad ſends mariners; the Per/ian, arms, 
m oo 
The world's laſt limit bounds her fame; 
The Golden City was her name! 
Thoſe ſtars on earth, the topaz, onyx blaze 
Beneath her foot: exten? of coaſt, 
And rich as Nzle's, let others boaſt : 
Her: the far nobler harveſt of the ſeas, 
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E merchant land! as Eden fair 1 ! 

Antient of empires! nature's care! 
The ſtrength of ocean! head of plenty's ſprings? 4 
| I' be pride of zes! in wars rever'd! 
"1 1 | Mother of crafts! lov'd! courted! fear d! 
Wl . Pilot of kingdoms! and ſupport — Kings! 0 
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VHP 
Great mart of nations !----But ſhe fell: 
Her pamper'd fons revolt! rebel! 
Againſt his favourite iſle loud roars the main! 
The tempeſt howls ! her ſculptur'd dome 
Scon, the wolf”s refuge, dragon's home! 
The land, one altar! a whole 2 Hain! : 


Y IX. 
'T he deſtin'd FR puts on her frown; 
The fable hour is coming down; | 
She's on her march from yon almighty throne : : 
The ſeword and orm are in her handʒ 
She trumpets ſhrill her dread command : 
Dark be the {UH of earth, the boaſt, unknown, F 


X. | 
For, oh! her ſins as red as blood, 
As crimſon deep, outcry the flood; 
The queen of trade is b94ght, once wiſe and juſt, 
Now, venal is her council's tongue: 
How riot, violence and wrong, f 


Far gold to *droſs, her n into alis 
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IX. To 
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IK. 5 
To things inglorious, far beneath © ' 
Thoſe high-born ſouls they proudly breathes 


Hier ſordid noble ſinks! her mighty bo- i! 


Is it for tis the groves around 

Return the zab7er's ſprightly ſound? 25 

Is it for 7his her great ones toſs the brow? - 
1 „ 

What burning feuds *twixt brothers reign? 
To nuptials cold, how glows the vein, 

Confounding kindred and miſleading 585 ? 

The ſpurious lord it o'er the land! : 
Bold blaſphemy dares make a ſtand, | 

Aſſault the ky, and brandiſh 2 all her might! t 


XIII. 


Dre 8 artizan, feet orator, 
Her merchant, ſage, big man of war, 


A | Her judge, her prophet, nay her hoary headr, 


 Whoſedrows with auiſdlom ſhould be crown'd, 
Her very prieſis in guilt abound: 
Hence, the world's cedar all her honours ſheds, 


XIV. 


What death of 7rut/ ? That thirſt of gold? 


Chiefs warm in peace, in battle cold? 
What youth. unletter'd? baſe ones lifted high? 
What public boaſts? what private views? 
What dieſart temples? crouded ſtews? 
What Women r but to row} an eye! 


xv. 0 
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278 THE MERC HANT. 
'O! foul of heart, her faireſt dames 
Decline the ſun's intruding beams, 
To mad the midnight in their gloomy haunts 2 
Alas! there is, who ſees them there; 
There is, who flatters not the fair, 


When cymbals tnkle, and the "ge chaunts. 
45 


XVI. 

H E ſees and thunders !---- Naw, in vain ! . 
The courſer paws and foams the rein; 
And chariots ſtream along the printed foil : 
In vain, her high, preſumptuous air 
In gorgeous veſtments, rich and rare, 


O'er her proud ſhoulder throws the poor man's toil, 


. XVII. 
In robes or gems, her coſtly ain 
Green, ſcarlet, azure, ſhine in vain! 


1 In vain! their golden heads her turrets rear; 


In vain ! high-flayour'd, foreign fruits, 
Sidonian oils, and Lydian lutes, 
Glide o'er her tongue, and melt upon her ear. 
XVIII.. 
In vain! wine flows in various ſtreams, 
With helm and ſpear each pillar gleams; 
Damaſcus, vain! unfolds the gloſſy ſtore, 


I. he golden wedge from Ophir's coaſts, 


From Arab incenſe, vain, ſhe boaſts; 
Vain are her gods, and vainly men adore, 
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XX. Bell 
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. 

Bell falls! the mighty Nebo bends! 

The nations hiſs ! her glory ends! 

To /hips, her confidence! ſhe flies from foes; 

Foes meet her there : the wind; the wave, 

That once aid, ſtrength and grandeur gave, 
Plunge her in ſeas from which her glory roſe. 


XX, 4 

Her ivory deck, embroider” 4 fail, N 

And maſt of cedar nought avail, _ e — 

Or pilot /earn'd! ſhe ſinks, nor {inks alone, 1 

Her gods fink with her! to the ſky, 
Which never more ſhall meet her eye, 

She ſends her ſoul out in one dreadful groan. 


| 
4 
- „ ” | 
What tho? ſo vaſt her naval might, — 
In her firſt dawn'd the Britiſp right? ; 1 
+ All fags aba d her ſea-dominion greet: lf 
What tho' ſhe longer warr'd than Troy 
At length her foes that ie deſtroy 
Whoſe conqueſt ſail'd as far as fail'd her fleet, 


9 
The kings ſhe cloth'd in purple, ſhake 
Their awful brows : „“ O foul miſtake! 
O fatal pride! (they cry) this, this is ſhe, 
„ho faid----With my owr art and arm, 
ln the wor'd's wealth T wrap me warm.“ 
And {well'd at heart, vain e of the ſea! 


T Q. Cuxr193, 


| XXII. 12 This, 


20 THE MERC HAN T. 
XXIII. 
c This, this is ſhe, who eanly ſoar'd 
ee; Alas! how lob to be ador' d, 
„ And {tile herlelf a god ?---Thro' ſtormy wars 
This eagle-iſle her thunder. bore, . 
High- fed her young with Human gore; 
o And would have. built her neſt . the ſtars, 


TE XXIV. Be | 
ce But, ah, frail man! how impotent 
ce To ſtand heav'n's vengeance, or prevent? 
« To turn aſide the great Creator's aim? i 
4 Shall and kings with him contend, 
«© Who makes the poles beneath him bend, 
And ſhall drink up the ſea herſelf with. flame ! 


« Earth, ther, Empyreum bow, © 

„When from the brazen mountain's brow r 
« The God of battles takes his mighty bow: — 

& Of wrath prepares to pour the flood, 
6 Puts on his veſture dipt in blood, 

4% And marches out to ſcourge the ala below, : 
. | 
46 Ah, wretched e, once call'd the great + / ; 

& Ah, wretched i/e, and wiſe too late! 

% The vengeance of fehovah is gone out: 

% Thy luxury, corruption, pride, 


& And /eedom loſt, the realms deride, - 
&« Ador'd thee landing, o'er thy ruins ſhout: | 1 


XXVII. 


———————7—%—5i; 
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1 
e To ſcourge with war, or peace beſteau, 
as thine, O fallen! fallen low! 
c *Tavas thine, of jarting thrones to ſtill debates: 
« How art thou fallen, down, down, down ? 
% Wide waſte, and night, and horror frown, 


“Where empire flam'd in gold, and balanc'd ſtates.” 


8 F; R A I N III. 
„ 

Hence learn, as | hearts are foul or pure, 
Our fortunes wither or endure: 
Nations may thrive or periſh by the wave. 
What ſtorms from Jove's unwilling frow n. 
A people's crimes /#//icit down! 
Ocean's the womb of riches and the grave. 


. 
71 uch 0 Britain! ponder well; 
Virtues ſhould riſe, as /5rtunes ſwell ; 
What! is large property ?----the gn of good, 
Of worth ſuperior * if *tis Jeſs, 
Anotber's treaſure we poſſeſs, 
And charge the gods with favours micbeſtow/d. 


| III. 
This 3 faits Britannief s iſle, 
High-fluſht with wealth and freedom's fle: 5 
To vaſſals priſon'd in the continent, 
Who ſtarve, at home, on meagre toil, 
And ſuck to death their mother-ſoil, 
'Twere uſeleſs caution, and a truth miſ-ſpent. 


IV. F ell 


— 


„ THE MERC HAN T. 
„„ IN.. 
Fell Hrant, ſtrike beyond the bone, 
And wound the ſoul; bow genius down, 
Lay virtue waſte | for worth or arts who train, 
To throw them at a nonſter's foot! 
Tis property ſupports purſuit : 
Freedom gives eloquence; and freedom, gain. 


* 


| V. 
She pours the thought, and forms the ſtyle, SK 
She makes the blood and ſpirits boil; x = 
J feel her zow! and rouze, and riſe, and rave 
In Theban ſong: O muſe! not thine, 
Verſe is gay /reedom's gift divine: 
The man that c can think greatly is no o lave. | 


| | x En 
Others may traffic if they pleaſe; 
Britain, fair daughter of the ſeas, _ 
Is born for trade, to plough her field the waye; - 
And reap the growth of every coaſt: 


A ſpeck of land, but let her boaſt, 
Gods gave the world, when they the waters gave. 


VII. 
Britain! behold the world's wide face; 
Not cover'd halt with /olid' ſpace; 
Three parts are fuid; empire of the ſea! | 
And why? for commerce. Ocean ſtreams. 3 
For that, thro all his various names: 
And if for FOmmarGhy, Ocean flows for thee. _ 


VIII. Bri 
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VIII. 
Britain, like ſome great potentate 
Of Eaſtern clime, retires in ſtate, 
Shuts out the nations ! would a prince draw nigh? 
He paſſes her ſtrong guards the waves, 


Of ſervant winds admiſhon craves, 

Her empire has no neighbour but the ſky. 
IX; 

There are 15 foie end., ſoft Z ephyr there, 

Keen Eurus, Notus never fair, 

Rough Boreas burſting from the pole: all urge, 

And urge for her their various toil, 


The Caſpian, the broad Baltic boil, 
And into life the dead Pacifc ſeourge. 


5 8 
There are her friends, a marſhal'd train, 
A golden hoſt! and azure plain! 

Buy turns do duty, and by turns retreat: 
They may retreat, but not from her; 

I) be ſtar that quits % hemiſphere 

Muſt quit the ſkies to want a Briti/h fleet. 


XI. 
Hyad, for her, leans o'er her urn; 
For her, Orion's glories burn, | | 
The Pleiads gleam. For Britons ſet and | riſe 
The fair-fac'd ſons of Mazareth, 
Near the deep chambers of the ſouth, 
The raging * that fires the nn ſkies. 


XII. Theſe 
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284 T HE MERC HAN T. 
Theſe nations Newton made his own}; 
All 7atimate with him alone. e 

His mighty ſoul did, like a giant, run 5 = 
To the laſt volume's cleſing ſtar; I 
Decypher'd eyery character : 

His reaſon Nad new Hght upon the fun, 


Sh XIII. . = 
Let the proud brothers of the land, | . 
smile at our rock and barren ſtrand, 

Not ſuch the ſea : let Fohe's antient line 
Vaſt trad, and ample beings vaunt ; 
The camel lo, ſinall elephant; 15 

O Britain! the Leviathan is thine. STE = 
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vi Leviathan! whom nature's ftrife- 1 05 = 
we Brought forth her largeſt piece of life; x 
wh _ Heleeps an ifle ! his ſports the billow warm! | 
bit $ Dreadful Levinthan! thy ſpout | 
Invades the ſkies; the ſtars are out: 


He drinks a river, and ejects a form. 


XV. 
Th' Atlantic ſurge around our ſhore, . 
German and Caledonian roar, 
Their mighty genji hold us in their 6 — 
Hear Egbert, Edgar, Ethelred; | 
e The ſeas are ours.”----The monarchs gd 
The Hoods their bands, their hands the nations, clap. 
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FF 
| Whence is a rival then to riſe? 
Can he be found beneath the ſkies ? | 
Not there they dwell that can give Britain fear; 
The powers of earth, by rival aim, 
Her grandeur but the more proclaim ; 


And prove their diſtance moſt as they draw near. | 


+ KY Ib; 
Proud Venice ſits amid the waves; 
Her foot ambitious Ocean laves: 
Arts nobleſt boaſt ! but O what wond'rous odds, 
Twixt Venice and Britannia's iſle ? 
*Twixt mortal and immortal toil? 


Britannia i is a Venice built by gods. 


XVII. 


Let Helland triumph o'er her foes, 
But not o'er friends by whom ſhe roſe; 


| The child of Britain! and ſhall ſhe contend 2 


It were no leſs than parricide! 
What wonders riſe from out the tide? 2 


Her high and mighty to the rudder bend. 


=. ib 
And are there then of lofty brow, 
Who think trade mean, and ſcorn to bow 


So far beneath the ſtate of 20ble birth? 


Alas! theſe chiefs but little know, 
Commerce how high, themſetves how low; 
The ſons of nobles are the ſons of earth. 


XX. And 


— on Ea or 
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3 

And what have earth's mean ſons to do- 

- But reap her fruits, and warm purſue 

The world's che good, not g/ut on others toil ? 
High commerce from the gods came down, 
With compaſs, chart, and flarry crown, 

Their delegate to make the nations nile. 


XXI. 


Bluſh, and behold the Nuſiun bow. 2 
From forty crowds, his mighty t : 
To trade to foil he turns his glorious hand ; | 

That arm which ſwept the bloody field, 
See! the huge ax or hammer, wield; 5 
While /ceptres wait, and 7hrones impatient ſtand. 4 
TT "Is ; 
O ſhame to ſubje#s/ firſt renown, OE N 
Matchleſs example to the crown! 5 
Old time is poor: what age boaſts ſuch a ſight ? ? k: 
Ye drones! adore the man divine - ; 
No; virtue ſtill, as mean, decline, | . 
Call Ruſſians barbarous; and yourſelves polite, 
XXIII. 5 3 
He too of 7udah, great as wiſe, : i 


With Hiram ſtrove in merchandize; 
Monarchs with monarchs ſtruggle for an car! 
That merchant ſinking to his grave, | E 
A flood of treaſure ſwells the cave; 
*The king Jeſt much, the merchant bard more. 


* Vaſt treaſure taken from Solomen's tomb 1300 years after his 
death; 3000 talents at one dime; and an immenſe ſum the next. 
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1 „ +4325 | 
Ts merchant an inglorious name? 
No; fit for Pindar ſuch a theme, 
Too great for me; I pant beneath the weight! 
If loud as Deva s were my voice, 
If words and thoughts to court my choice 


Out-number'd ſandi, I could not reach its height. 


KEY: 
Merchants o'er proudeſt heroes reign ; 
Thoſe trade in Sing, theſe in pain, 

At ſlaughter ſwell, and ſhout, while nations groan: 
With purple monarchs, merchants vie; | 
If great to „end, what to ſupply ? 

Prieſts * for bleſſings, merchants pour em down. | 


| XXVI. 
Kings merchants are in league, and lovez 
Earth's odours pay ſoft airs above, 
That o'er the teeming field prolific range; 
Planets are merchants, take, return 
Luſtre and heat; by trafic burn; 
The whole creation is one valt exchange, 


XVII. 
I merchant an inglorious name? 
What ſay the ſons of letter'd fame, 


Proud of their volumes, ſwelling in their cells? 


In pen life, in change of ſcene, 
Mid various manners, throngs of men, 


Experience, arts, and / aid wiſdom dwells. 
XX VIII. Trade 
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By verſe with unextinguiſh'd ardour wrought? 
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With wealth of words, and ANTS thought? 


— Ss 
2 


While Jove attends a language like his ow : 


While Britain's trade advances with her ſun, 


28 THE MERCHANT. 
FF 
Trade, art's mechanic, nature's ſtores 

Well weighs; to Harry ſcience ſoars; 

Reads warm in Jiſe, (dead-colour'd by the pen ) 


The ſites, tongues, intereſts of the ball: 
Who ſtudies trade, he ſtudies all ; 


Accompliſh'd merchants are accompliſh'd men. 


8 T R TE E N kV. 3 
1 85 ſhall 1 farther ak the ſoul ? = 
How at his laſcivious reign controul 


How every breaſt inſlame with mine? 
How bid my theme ſtill brighter ſnine, 


IL. | 
O thou Dircaan ſwan on high, 
Round whom familiar thunders fly! 


Thy fþirit pour, like vernal ſhow'rs, | 
My ver/e ſhall burſt out with the flow'rs, E 


III. | = 
Tho' Britain was not born to fear, = 
Graſp not at bloody fame from war; _ — 
Nor war decline, if thrones your right invade: : 
Jove gathers tempeſt black as night; ? 
Jove pours the golden flood of light; 
Let Britain nn, or ler Britain trade. 
IV. Britain, 


1 AN d b F. | 229 
i 
Britain, a comet or a ar, 
In commerce this or that in war, 
Let Britons ſhout ! earth, ſeas and ſkies band 
Commerce to kindle, raiſe, preſerye, 
And ſpirit dart through ev'ry nerve, 
* Hear from the throne a voice thro” time renown 'd. 


V. 
So fall from heaven the vernal ſhow'rs, 
To chear the glebe and wake the flow'rs; 
The bloom call'd forth ſee azure ſkies ciſplay'c d; 
The bird of voice is proud to ſing, 
Induſtrious bees ply every wing, 
Diſtend their cells, and urge their golden trade, 
„ 
Trade once extinguiſh'd, Britain's ſun 
Is gone out too; his race is run; 
He ſhines in vain ! her iſle's an iſle indeed, 
A ſpot too ſmall to be o'ercome 


Ah dreadful ſafety ! wretched doom! 
No foe will conquer, what no foe can feed. 


VII. 


Trade's the ſource, ſinew, foul of all; 

Trade's All herſelf; hers, hers, the ball; 

pere moſt unſeen, the goddeſs ſtill is there; 

Trade leads the dance, trade lights the blaze, 
The courtier's pomp ! the ſtudent's caſe! 

Twas trade at Blenbeim fought and clos'd the war, 


® The king's ſpeech. 
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r 
W hat, Rome, and all her gods defies ? 
The Punic oar. Behold it riſe 
And battel for the world! trade gave the call; 
Rich cgdials from his naval art 
Sent the ſtrong ſpirits to his heart, 


| That bid an Ajric merchant gralp the ball, 


IX. | 
Where is, on earth, 7ehovah's home? 
Trade mark'd the ſoil, and built the dome, 
In which his Majeſty #r/7 deign'd to dwell; 
The walls with luer ſheets o'erlaid, 
Rich as the ſun, through gold anweioh'd, 
B. at che moon d arch, and bid the column well. 


* Grandeur unknown to Solomon ! 
Methinks the labouring earth ſhould groan, 
Bencath yon load: created ſure, not made! 
Servant, and rival of the ſkies! 
 Heav'n's arch alone can higher riſe: 
What hand immortal rais'd thee = Humble trade, 


XI. | 
Where had'ſt thou been, if left at large, 
Thoſe ſinewy arms that tugg'd the barge, 


Had caught at pleaſure on the flow'ry green? 


If they that watch'd the midnight ſtar, 
Had ſwung behind the rowling car, 


Or #174 it vu diſgrace, where had ſt thou been ? 


St. Paul's, built by the coal tas, 
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5 
As by repletion men conſume, 
Abundance is the miſer's doom. 
Expend it 20bly; he that lets it ruff, 
Which, paſſing numerous hands, would Hine, 
Is not a man, but living ine, 


8 Foe to the gods, and rival to the duf?, 


| XIII. 
Trade barbarous lands can poliſh fair; 

Make earth well worth the wi/e man's care; 
Call forth her foreſts, charm rhem into fleets $ 
Can make one houſe of human race; 

Can bid the diſtant poles embrace; 

Hers, every ſun; and India, India meets, 


XIV. 
Trade monarchs crowns, and arts imports, 
What bounty feeds with laurel courts; . 
Trade gives fair virtue fairer ſtill to ſhine ; 
Enacts thoſe guards of gain, the Jauer; 
Exalts even freedom's glorious cauſe:.— 
Trade, warn'd by Tyre, O make religian thine, 
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Yu lend each other mutual aid: 
Why is heav'n's ſmile in wealth convey'd 2 
Not to place vice, but virtues in our pow'r: 
Pleaſure declin'd is luxury! 
boundleſs in ine and in degree : 
Pleaſure enjoy'd, the tumult of an bur, 


N 2 XVI. Falſe 


2% TI HE MERCHANT: 
5 1 XVI. N 
Falſe joy's a diſcompoſing thing, 
That jars on nature's trembling ſtring, 
Tempeſts the /p7ri7s, and untunes the frame e 
True joy the ſunſhine of the ſoul, _ 
A bright /erene that calms the whole; 
. hich they 1 ne'er knew, auhom other joys inflame. 


Merchant! religion is the care 
Io grow as rich- as angels are; 
To know /al/e coin from true; to ſweep. the main. 
The mizhty /take ſecure, beyond 
1 he ſtrongeſt tie of feld or fund : 
Commerce gives gold, religion makes it gain. 


| „„ XVII. 
| 


E 4 
Join then religion to thy ſtore, 
Or India's mines will make thee poor - 
Greater than Tyre / O bear a nobler mind, 
Sea-ſovereign % proud war decline, 
Trade patronize ! what glory thine, 
Ardent to bleſs, who could'ſt ſubdue mankind? 


XIX. 
Rich commerce ply with warmth divine 
Buy day, by nigbt; the ſtars are thine: 
Wear out: the ſtars in rade! eternal run 
From age to age, the noble glow, : 
A rage to gain, and to Gh | 
While ages 21 in trade burn out the ſun, 


xX. Trade, 
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5 . XX. 
Trade, Britain's all, our ſires ſent down 
With toil, blood, treaſure, ages won; 

This, Edgar great bequeath'd; this, Edward bold: 
Let Forbiſhers, let Raleighs fire! 

* O let Columbus? ſhade infpire ! 

| New worlds diſcloſe, with Drake farround an eld... 


FT. XXI. 
Columbus ! ſcarce inferior fame 
For thee to ind, than heaven to /{rame 
+ That womb of gold and gem: her wide domain, 
An univerſe! her rivers, ſeas! 
Her fruits, both men and gods to pleaſe! 
Bess faireſt birth! and but for thee iN vain, 


XXII. N 
Worlds fiill unknown deep ſhadows wrap; 
Call wonders forth from nature's lap; 5 a 
New glory pour on her eternal fire: 
O noble ſearch! O glorious care! 
Are you not Britons ? why deſpair? FOE 
New * are due to ſuch a godlike fire. 


XXIII. 

Swear by the great EL1ZA's foul, 

That trade as long as waters roll; 1 
Ah! no; the gods chaſtiſe my raſh decree: | 

By great EL IZ A do not ſwear; on 

For thee, O GEORGE! the gods declare, 
And thou for them! late time ſhall ſwear by thee, 
Dorn in England, + Vid, deſcriptions of America, 


* 


595 | N 3 XXIV. Truth 
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XXIV. 
Truth, bright as ars, with thee prevails; 
Full be thy /ame, as ſwelling /ails; 
Conſtant, as tides, thy mind; as maſts, ey 


1hy /uſtice an unerring helm, 
To ſteer Britannia's fickle realm ; 


Tu numerous race, ſure anchor of her ſtate. 


8 T R A N v. 
Britannia's ſtate what bounds confine ? 
(Of riſing thought O golden mine!) 


Mountains, Alps, fireams, gulphs, oceans ſet no bound; 
She fallies, till ſhe ſtrikes the ar; 


Expanding wide, and launching far 
As wind can fly, or rolling wave reſound. 
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Small ile! for POL for the ; EE es 
Of Jove, who burſt from Macedon, | NT 
For gorgeous Eafterns blazing o'er mankind,  _ 
Then, when they call'd the world their own, TY 
Not equal fame from fable ſuoneee 


They roſe to god, in half ty ſphere conf d, 


| III. 19 

Here, no demand for fancy 8 wing; 33 

Plain truth's illuſtrious: as I ſing, 
O hear yon ſpangled harp repeat my lay! | 
Yon ftarry hyre has caught the ſound, | 

And ſpreads it to the laneis round, 
Who beſt can tell where ende Britannia 's ic way. 
IV. The 


* TY 
. ———— 
— — — — N 
— 2 —Ü¹ 7 — * ne a 


ere —— 


_ — 1 
- ————— 
- — 
92 
— 6 
- 


* 


. 0D E. 295 
IV. 
The ſkies, (fair printed page) unfold. 
The naval fame of heroes old; 
As in a mirror ſhew th” adventurous throng: 
The deeds of Grecian muriners 


Are read by gods, are writ in Parc, 
And noble ver/e that ſhall endure as long. 
| 1 = 
The dies are records of the main, 
| Thence, Argo liſtens to my ſtrain ; 
Chiron, for ſong renown'd, his noble rage 
For naval fame, and ſong renews, 


As Britain's fame he hears and views; 
- Chiron, the Shovel of a former age. 


. VI. 
The e (for late I ſung his praiſe) 
pPours grateſul luſtre on my lays; 
| How ſmiles * Arion's friend with partial beams ? ? 
- Eridanus would flatter too, 
But jealouſies his ſmiles ſubdue ; 
He fears a Brief rival | in the T hamer, 


| vil. 
In pride the lion lifts his mane, 
To fee his Britiſh brothers reign 
As ſtars below: the balance, George! from 8 
Which weighs the nations, learns to weigh 
More accurate the night and day ; 
From thy fair deughters Virgo learns to ſhine. 


© [TH eelphin, | | | 
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| 3 

of Britain' s court, ye leſſer lights! 

How could the wiſeman gaze whole nights 
on Richmond's eye or Berenice's hair? 2 
| But, oh! you practiſe ſhameful arts; 4 

Your own retain, /cize others hearts, oy * 
Pirates, hot G are the Britiſh fair. 


ann 


- _ 
This truth I ſwear by Cynthia's beam. 
Pale queen! be uſh'd at Britain's fame; | 
And rolling, tell the nations,----o'er the main 0 
& To /hare her emp is thy pride.“ 12 1 
H, mighty power! who curbs the tide, = 
Uncurbs, extends, throws wide Britannia's reign, | : 


JJ roy DR TIN DEP gr. 
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What is the main, ye kings renown'd ? = 

Britannia's centre, and your bound: „ 
Auſtrian! where er Leviathan can roll, 1 

Is Britain's home ! and Britain's mine 
Wbere'er the ripening fun can ſhine ! 
Parts are for emperars 5 for her the whole, 
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| Why, Auſtrian! wilt thou hover ſtill 
On doubtful wing, and want the {kill _. 
To ſee thy welfare in the world's ? too late . 
Another Churchill thou may'ſt find, 
Another Churchill not ſo kind, 


And other Blenheims big with other fate. 


XII. Ill 
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Nt thou remember'ſt, ill do'ſt own, 
Who reſcu'd an ungrateful throne; 


Ill thon conſider'ſt, that the kind are brave: 


III do'ſt thou weigh, that in ime's womb 
A day may ſleep, a day of doom, 


4 guar to ruin as was that to fave. 8 


XIII. 
How would'lt thou ſmile to hear my frain, 5 
Whoſe boaſted in/þiration's vain? 


| Yet what if my prediction ſhould prove true? 
 Know'ſt thou the fatal pair, who ſhine 


Ober Britain's trading empire? thine 


As one rejected, what, if one ſubdue? 


„ 
* What naval ſcene adorns the ſeat 
Of awful Britain's high debate, | 
Mitres her councils, and records her pow'r 2 
The nations know, in glowing balls _ 
On ſinking thrones the tempefl falls“ 


When her auguſt, aſſembled ſenates Jour, 


"2 language fit for thoughts ſo bold! = 
Would Britain have her anger told? 


Ah! never let a neaner language ſound, 


Than hat which proſtrates human ſouls, 
Thro' heav'n's dark vault impetuous rolls, 


And nature rocks when angry Jove has frown'd. 


Ho * The Ne armada in the houſe is lords, 
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. XVI. Not 


As glitter bids; in endleſs error vie;" 


: Trade s the ig heart ; bright W but their eye. 
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Nor realms unbounded, not a flott! 
Of natives, not expen/e of bloods : * 

Or reach of counſel gives the world a lord: 
Trade calls him forth, and ſets him high, 
As mortal man o'er men can fly: 

F ade leaves PR glcunings to the keeneſt ford. 


XVII. 
Nay, bets the ſword ! for feets have wings, 
Like lightning fly to diſtant kings; 
Like gods deſcend at once on trembling lates: 3 
Ts war prochim'd ? our wars are dan d 
To ſartheſt conſines of the world, 


Surpriz TO ports, 8 thunder at your gates. | 
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XVII. 

The DOE of tempel, Bolus, 
Sends forth his pinion'd people thus, 
On rapid errands : as they fly they rar, 

And carry ſable clouds, and ſweep 
The land, the deſart, and the deep! 
Earth ſhakes | proud cities fall! and thrones adore? } 


XXX. 


The foolr of nature ever ſtrike 
On bare ou7/ides ; and lothe or like 


Admire the purple and the crown : 
Of human welfare and renown, 


XxX X., Whence 


. 
Whence Tartar grand! or Mogul great? | 
Trade gilt their titles, power'd their fate; © 


While 4/7ic's black, laſcivious, ſlothful breed, 


To claſp their ruin, fly from foil; 
Tat meaneſt product on their ſoil, 
Their people, ſell; one half on t other feed. 


Of nature's wealth from commerce rent, 
Afric's a glaring monument, | 
Mid citron foreſts and pomegranate groves, 
CCors'd ina paradiſe 0 ſhe pines; 
O'er generous glebe, o'er golden mines 
: Her beggar d, famiſb'd, e native roves: 


XXII. 


Not ſo te China, blooming wide! 
Thy numerous fleet might ridge the tide; 


85 Thy product would exhauſt both Indias mines: 


Shut be hat gate of trade! or woe + 
To Britain's Europe 'twill o'erflow,---- 


* Ungrateful ſong ! * her growth inſpires thy lines, 


XXIII. 

"Britain! to theſe, and ſuch as theſe, 
The river broad, and foaming /eas 
Which /ever lands to mortals 70% renown d, 

Devoid of naval {kill or might; : EE 
Thoſe ſever'd parts of earth unite: 
Trade's the full pulſe that ſends their vigour round. 


» Cafſee. | | 
8 XXIV. Could 
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| | XXIV. | 

Could, 0 could one engroſing hand 

Ihe various ſtreams of trade command! 
Tat, like the ſun, would gazing nations awe; 
That awful pow'r the world would brave, 


Bold avar, and empire proud, his fave 3 - - 
Mankind his ſubjects, and his will their law. 


XXV. 


Haſt thou look'd round the ſpacious earth? 2 
From commerce, grandeur's humble birth: 
To GEorGt from Maaß, empires living, ed, 
Their pride, their ſhame, their riſe, their fall, 

Time's whole plain chronicle, is all 


| One bright — undeſign d, on tr a | 


XX VI. 


e ſprings from peace, and avealth from wade, 
And pow'r from wealth; of pow'r is made 
The god on earth: hall then the dove of peace! ! 

. Whoſe olive ſpeaks the raging food | 

of war repreſs'd: what's loſs of blood ? 

: War! is the death of « commerce and increaſe, 


XXVII. 


Then periſh DEI war! 

Shalt thou make gods? light Cæſar's ſtar | 2 
What calls man fool ſo loud as %, has done, 
From Nimrod's down to Bourbon's s line? 

Why not adore too as divine, 
| Wide. walting forms before the genial / 1 


XXVIII. * 


3 
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XXVIII. 


Peace is the merchant's ſummer clear! 
His harveſt! harveſt round the year! 
For peace with laurel every ma/? be bound; 
Each deck carouſe, each flag ſtream out, 
Each cannon found, each ſailor ſhout! 
For peace let every ſacred ſhip be crown'd! 


XXIX. 


Sacred are ſhips, of birth divine ! 
An angel drew the firſt de/ign ; 
With which the “ patriarch zature's ruins brav'd: 
Tas worlds abroad, an old and new, 
He ſafe o'er foaming billows flew: 
The gods made human race, a pilot ſav'd 
„%% Tn 
How ſacred too the merchant's name? 
+ When Britain blaz'd meridian fame, 
Bright ſhone the ward, but brighter rade gave law, 
Mirchants | in diſtant courts rever'd, | 
Where prouder Hlateſimen ne'er 3 
Merchants arabaſſadors ! and thrones in awe ! 


XXXI. 
"Tis theirs to know the 1ides, the times ; 
The march of ſtars, the births of elimes; 
Summer and winter theirs, theirs land and ſea ; 
Theirs are the ſeaſons, months and years ; 
And each a different garland wears: 
O that my ſong could add eternity! 


* N b. I In queen EAxabeth's reign, 


XXXII. Praiſe 
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Praife i is the ſacred oil that foeds | 
The burning lamp of god-like deeds; ; 
Immortal glory pays illuſtrious cares: 
Whither, ye Britons! are you bound? 
O noble voyage! . glorious round. 
Launch from the Thames, and end among the Hari. 


XXXIII. 


1 to my /ubje@ role my foul, 

Your fame ſhould laſt while oceans roll: 
When other worlds in depths of time ſhall riſe, 

As we the Greeks of mighty name, 
May they Britannia's fleet proclaim 5 
* Look up, and oy. her Rory in the ties, 


XXXIV. 
Te + e ſin g! ye Triton. blow! 
Ye Nereids dance! ye billows flow ! - 


Roll to my meaſures, O ye /tarry throng !. 
Ye winds, in concert breathe around! 
Ye navies, to the concert bound! 

From pole to pole! to Britain all belong. 


MOR A . 
FT 
Britain chad bleſs'd, thy bleſſing know; 


Or bliſt, in vain, the gods beſtow; 
Its end fulfil, means cheriſh, ſource 3 


t is Sir Iſaac Newton's opinion, that the principal lte 
tions took their names from the Argonauts, to In that 
great action. 


5 Valn | 
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Vain favellings of thy ſoul repreſs; © » 

They moſt may 1% who moſt paſceſ : 
Then let bliſs awe, and tremble at thy ſtore. 
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II. | 
Nor be too fond of life at bet, 
Her chearful, not enamour'd gueſt : 
| Let thought fly forward; twill gay proſpects give, 
Proſpects immortal! that deride 
A'Tyrian wealth, a Perſian pride, 
And make it perfect /or7itude to live. 
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„ III. 
O for eternity! a ſcene 
To fair adventurers ſerene ! 

O, on that fea to deal in pure renown! 

: T raffic with gods! what tranſports roll! 
What boundleſs import to the foul! 
The poor man's empire! and the ſubject's crown! 


— — 


| IV. 
Adore the gods, and plough the at: 
Theſe be thy arts, O Britain! theſe, 
Let others pant for an immenſe command; 
Let others breathe war's fiery god: 
The proudeſt victor fears thy no.. 
Long as the trident fills thy Fadens ITY 
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Gloriout, while heaven- born Hreedom laſts; 
Which frade's ſoft ſpurious daughter blaſts; 
For what is tyranny? a monſtrous birth 


if From 


20 THE MERCHANT. 
From luxury, by bribes careſs d, Ys LED 

By glowing power in hauts . 

Which. /alkz around, and chains the growing . : 
CLOS E. 

. trade! 7 gl, 25 boaft. 70 5 1 ON 

© Who oaue thee ought, thus ſnatch from: ſhore, 

The ſhore of proſe where thou haſt flumber'd long: 

And ſend thy flag triumphant down 

The tide of time to ſure renown ; 


O bleſs my country! and thou pay'/ my ſong. © 
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A 5 14 ab 


II. 
Thou art the Britons nobleſt theme: 
m, then, unſung? My ſimple aim 
To areſs plain ſenſe, and fire the generous blood, 
Not ſport ne vain; 
But liſt with yon & etherial train, 
The Shining muſe zo ſerve the public good. 


5 
+ Of antient art, and antient praiſe, 
The ſprings are open'd in my lays "I 
Olympic heroes ghoſts around me throng, 
And think their glory ſung anews —_ 8 
Till chiefs of equal fame they view; a 
Ner grudge to Britons bold their Theban Jong: 


* The ſtars, | 

+ ---Tibi res antique ud, & artis 
Ingredior, ſanctos auſus recludere fontes ; 

Aſcræumque cano Romana per oppida carmen. VII S. 
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Net Pindar's theme with mine comparery 
As far ſurpaſt as uſetul cares 
Tranſcend diverſion light, and glory vain : 
The wreath phantaſtic, ſhouting throng, 
And panting ſteed to him Leleng, 
The charioteer 2 not empire's golden rein, 


1 85 v. 
Nor Chandos! thou the muſe deſpiſe 
That would to glowing Ætna riſe, 

(Such Pindar's breaſ?) thou Theron of our time! uw 
Seldom to man the gods impart 2 
A Pindar's head or Theron's heart. 

In life or ſong, how rare the true ſublime? 


VI. 
None, Britiſh-born, will ſure diſdain 
This new, bold, moral, patriot ſtrain, 
Ty not with genius, with ſome virtue crown'd ; 
( How vain the muſe?) the lay may laſt, : 
Thus twin'd around the Britiſh maſt, 
_ The Britiſh maſt with nobler laurels bound? 


VII. 
Weak ivy curls round naval oak, 
And ſmiles at wind and ſtorm unbroke ; 
2 „ frength not hers ſublime : thus, proud to ſoar, 
To Britain's grandeur cleaves my ſtrain; 
And lives and ecchoes thro the plain, 
While &er the billow Britain's thunders roar. 
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CT VIII. 

Be dumb ye groveling 2 of verſe, 
Who ſing not actions, but rehearſe, 

And fool the muſe with impotent de/; re's 
Te facrilegious ! who preſume, 
To tarniſh Britain's naval bloom, 

Sing Britain's Jane, with all her hero's fire. 


CHORUS 


Ye lt ſing! ye Tritons blow! 
Le Nereids dance! ye billaaus flow! 
5 Roll to my meaſures, O ye ftarry throng ! ? 
Te awinds in concert breathe around! 
Ve navies to the concert bound 
From pole to pole! to Britain all belong; 
Britain to heaven; from heaven deſcends * ſong. 


EPISTLESAS 


2 = — 3 OD & 
— —— AER ere erent 


. — 


_ — 75 r 
22254. Sn. 
3 . * _— 1 288 


D — Dt 


——— * * 


—ͤ—ü—— —— 7rI — 


—à—ũ—ẽͤ— — — a a 
_ a, ETIEIE IMBIIVITISIBS © Le DD Oo = SD I Sa 


CONCERNING THE 


AUTHORS of the AGE. 
M. DCC. XXX. 


Mr. POPE, 
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Mr, 2-0 FG 


vw HI LS T you at T wick nam plan the future 
wood, 
Or turn the volumes of the wiſe and good, 
Our ſenate meets; at parties, parties bawl, 
And pamphlets ſtun the ſtreets, and load the ſtall, 
50 ruſhing tides bring things obſcene to light, 
_ Foul wrecks emerge, and dead dogs ſwim in fight : 
The civil torrent foams, the tumult reigns, 
And Codrus proſe works up, and Lico's ſtrains. 
Lo! what from cellars riſe, what ruſh from high, 
Where ſpeculation rooſted near the ſky; 
Letters, eſſays, ſock, buſkin, ſatyr, ſong, 
And all the garnet thunders on the throng ! 

O Por! I burſt, nor can, nor will refrain, 
T'll write, let others in their turn complain: 
Truce, truce, - ye Vandals! my tormented ear 
Leſs dreads a pillory than a pamphleteer; 


I've heard myſelf to death: and, plagu'd each hour, 


Shan't I return the vengeance in my pow'r ? 

For who can write the true Abſurd like me? — 

Thy pardon Codrus! who. I mean but thee ? 
Poes ! if like mine or Codrus were thy ſtyle, 


The blood of vipers had not ſtain'd thy file; 
85 Merit 
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Of every broken craft a writer's made: 
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: Merit leſs ſolid, leſs deſpite had bred, 
They had not bit, and then they had not bled. 


Fame is a public miſtreſs, none enjoys, 


But more or leſs his rival's peace deſtroys. 
With /ame in juſt proportion envy grows; 


The man that makes a character, makes foes : 


slight, pteviſh inſects round a genius riſe, 


As a bright day awakes the world of flies; 
With hearty malice, but with feeble wing, 


(To ſhew they live) they flutter and they ſting: 


But as by depredations waſps proclaim 


The faireſt fruit, ſo theſe the faireſt fame, 


SHALL we not cenſure all the motly train, 
Whether with ale irrignous, or Champagne? 
Whether they tread the vale of proſe, or climb, 
And whet their appetites on cliffs of rhyme; 


The college floven, or embroider'd ſpark, 


The purple prelate, or the pariſh-clerk, 

The quiet Quidnunc, or demanding prig, 

The plaintiff Tory, or defendant Whig z 

Rich, poor, male, female, young, old, gay or ſad, 
Whether extremely witty, or quite mad; 


Profoundly dull, or ſhallowly polite ; 


Men that read well, or men that only write : 
Whether peers, porters, taylors, tune their reeds, 
And meaſuring words to meaſuring ſhapes ſucceeds 


For bankrupts write, when ruin'd ſhops are ſhut, 
As maggots crawl from out a periſh'd nut, 


His hammer this, and that his trowel quits, 


And wanting ſenfe for tradeſmen ſerve for wits. 


Ry thriving men ſubſiſts each other trade, 


Thus 
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Thus bis material, paper, takes its birth, 
From tatter'd rags of all the ſtuff on earth. 
Hail fruitful % ! to thee alone belong 
Millions of wits, and brokers in old ſong; 
Thee well a land of liberty we name, 
Where all are free to ſcandal and to ſhame : 
Thy ſons by print may ſet their hearts at eaſe, 
And be mankind's contempt whene'er they pleaſe; 
Like trodden filth, their vile and abject ſenſe 
Is unperceiv'd, but when it gives offence. 
Their heavy proſe our injur'd reaſon tires, 
Their verſe immoral kindles looſe deſires; 
Our age they puzzle, and corrupt our prime, 
Our ſport and pity, punithment and crime. 

What glorious motives urge our authors on, 

Thus to undo, and thus to be undone ? 

One loſes his eſtate, and down he fits, 

To ſhew (in vain!) he ſtill retains his wits, 
Another marries, and his dear proves keen, 
He writes as an Hypnotic for the ſpleen. 

Some write confin'd by phyſic, ſome by debt, 
Some for 'tis Sunday, ſome becauſe tis wet; 
Thro' private pique ſome do the public right, 
And love their king and country out of {pight. 
Another writes becauſe his father writ, 

And proves himſelf a baſtard by his wit. 

Has Lico learning, humour, thought profound ? 
Neither: why write then? he wants twenty pound. 
His belly, not his brains this impulſe give; 
He'll grow immortal, for he cannot live. 

He rubs his awful front, and takes his ream, 
With no proviſion made but of his theme; 


Per- 


VVT 
Perhaps a title has his fancy ſmit, 
Or a quaint motto, which he thinks has wit, 
He writes, in inſpiration puts his truſt, 
Tho? wrong his thoughts, the gods will make them juſt: 
Genius directly from the gods deſcends, _ 
And who by labour would diſtruſt his friends? 
Thus having reaſon'd with conſummate skill, 

In immortality he dips his quill; _ 

And ſince blank paper is deny'd the preſs, 

He mingles the whole alphabet by gueſs. 
In various ſets which various words compoſe, 
Of which, he hopes, mankind the meaning knows. | 

So ſounds ſpontaneous from the Sybil broke, 
Dark to herſelf the wonders which ſhe ſpoke; 

The prieſts found out the meaning if they could, 
And nations ſtar'd at what none underſtood, 
Clodio dreſs'd, danc'd, drank, viſited, (the whole : 
And great concern of an mar ſoul!) 
Oft have ſaid, © Awake! exiſt! and ſtrive 
« For birth! nor think to loiter is to live!“ 


As oft Toverheard the dæmon fay, 


Who daily met the loit'rer in his way, 
Ti meet the youth, at White's : the youth replies, 
FU meet thee there, and falls his ſacrifice; 
His fortune ſquander'd, leaves his virtue bare 
To ev'ry bribe, and blind to ev'ry ſnare; 
_ Clodio for bread his indolence muſt quit, 
Or turn a ſoldier, or commence a wit. 
Such heroes have we! all, but life, they ſtake; 
How muſt Spain tremble and the German ſhake ?. 
Such writers have we! all, but ſenſe, they print; 
Ev'n GzoRGe's praiſe is dated from the uiut. 


Reform | 
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In arms contemptible, in arts prophane, 
Such ſwords, ſuch pens, diſgrace a monarch's reign. 
Reform your lives before ye thus aſpire, 
And ſteal (for you can fleal)) celeſtial fire, 

O the juſt contraſt! O the beauteous ſtrife ! 
*Twixt their cool writings and Pindaric life; 
They write with phlegm, but then they live with fire; ; 

They cheat the lender, and their works the buyer, 

1 reverence misfortune, not deride, 

I pity poverty, but laugh at pride: 
For who ſo ſad, but muſt ſome mirth confeſs 
At gay Caſtruchio's miſcellaneous dreſs ? 
| Tho! there's but one of the dull works he wrote, 
There's ten editions of his old lac'd coat, | 
Tho' Lice's ſhoulders ſhrink in tatter'd freeze, 
The man, at leaſt, is happy to the knees: 
He ſtands erect on ſilken, ſcarlet legs, 
His figure bullies, tho' his fortune begs. 
But let from envy this the world ſecure, 
They wou'd not be ſo rich, but that they” re poor. 
Such ſerious men, whoſe buſineſs tis to write, 
Methinks ſhould only deal in black and white. 
Theſe, nature's commoners, who want a home, 
Claim the wide world for their majeſtic dome : 
They make a private ſtudy of the {treet, 
And looking full on every man they meet, 
Run ſouſe againſt his chops; who ſtands amaz'd 
To find they did not ſee, but only gaz'd. 
How muſt theſe bards be rapt into the fkies ? 
| You need not read, you ſeel their extaſies. 

Will they perſiſt ? *tis madneſs ; Lintot run, 

See them confin'd— O that's already done. 
NE Mioſt, 
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Moſt, as by leaſes, by the works they print, 
Have took, for life, poſſeſſion of the unt. 


If you miſtake, and pity theſe poor men, 
* 7 ulubris, they cry, and write again. 
Such wits their nuiſance manfully expoſe, 
And then pronounce juſt judges learning's foes. 


O frail concluſion! the reverſe is true, 
If foes to learning, they'd be friends to you. 
Treat them, ye judges, with an honeſt ſcorn, - 


And w-ed the cockle from the generous corn: 
There's true good nature in your difreſpect, 
In juſtice to the good, the bad neglet, _ 


For immortality, if hardſhips plead, 
: It i is not theirs who write, but ours who read. 


But, O! what wiſdom can convince a fool, 


But that 'tis dullneſs to conceive him dull? 


Tis ſad experience takes the cenſor's part, 
Conviction, not from reaſon, but from ſmart 
A virgin-author,. recent from the preſs, - 


The ſheets yet wet, applauds his great ſucceſs ; 


Surveys them, reads them, takes their charms to bed, 
Thoſe in his hand, and glory in his head, 


*Tis joy too great, a fever of delight! 


His heart beats thick, nor cloſe his eyes all night ; 


But riling the next morn to claſp his fame, 


He finds that without ſleeping he could dream: 


So ſparks (they ſay) take goddeſſes to bed, 
And find next day the devil in their ſtead. 


In vain advertiſements the town o'erſpread 
Their epitaphs, and ſay the work is dead. 


8 Who pre/s for fame, but ſmall recruits will raiſe, 


*Tis volunteers alone can give the bays, 


A famous .- 


„ 8 2 
A ſamous author viſits a great man, 
Of his immortal work diſplays the plan, | 
And ſays, ** Sir, I'm your friend; all fear diſmiſs; 
« Your glory, and my own, ſhall five by this ; 


“ Your pow'r is fixt, your fame thro' time convey'd, 


30 And Britain Europe's queen—if I am pay'd. of 
A ſtateſman has his anſwer in a trice; 
« Sir, ſuch a genius is beyond all price, 
What man can pay for this?“ — Away he turns. 
His work is folded, and his boſom burns. 
His patron he will patronize no more; 
But ruſhes, like a tempeſt, out of door. 
Loſt is the patriot, and extinct his name! ** | 
Out comes the piece, another, and the ſame ; © 
For A, his magic pen evokes an ©, 
And turns the tide of Europe on the oe. | 
He rams his quill with ſcandal and with ſcoff, 
But *tis ſo very foul, it won't go off: | 
Dreadful his thunders, while unprinted, roar, 
ut when once publiſh'd, they are heard no more: 
Thus diſtant bugbears fright, but nearer draw, 
The block's a block, and turns to mirth your awe. 


Can theſe oblige, whoſe heads and hearts are ſuch ? 1 5 


No, every party's tainted by their touch. 
Infected perſons fly each public place; 
And none, or enemies alone, embrace, 
To the foul fiend their every paſſion's ſold. 
They love, and hate, extempore, for gold. 


What image of their fury can we form? _ - 


 Duineſs and rage, X puddle in a {torm. 
Reſt they in peace? if you are pleas'd to buy, 
To {well your fails, like . winds, they fly: 
. FF Write 
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Write they with rage? the tempeſt quickly flags, 


A State-Ulyſes tames em with his bags; 
Let him be what he will, Turk, Pagan, 1 | 


For Chriſtian miniſters of ſtate are few. 


Behind the curtain lurks the fountain head, 
That pours his politics thro? pipes of lead, 


Which far and near ejaculate, and ſpout 


| O'er tea and coffee, poiſon to the rout, 
But when they have beſpatter'd all they may, 


The ſtateſman throws his filthy ſquirts away. 
With golden forceps, theſe, another takes, 


And ſtate-elixirs of the vipers makes. 


The richeſt ſtateſman wants wherewith to pay 


A ſervile ſycophant, if well they weigh 


How much it coſts the wretch to be ſo baſe; 


Nor can the greateſt pow'rs enough diſgrace, 
Enough chaſtiſe, ſuch proſtitute applauſe, 
If well they weigh, how much it ſtains their cauſe, 


But are our writers ever in the wrong! 
Does virtue ne'er ſeduce the venal ng? 


Ves; if well brib'd, for virtue's ſelf they fight; 

Still in the wrong, tho' champions for the right; 
| Vhorteer their crimes for intereſt only quit, 

Sin on in virtue, and good deeds commt. 


Nougght but inconſtancy Britannia meets, 


And broken faith in their abandon'd ſheets; 
From the ſame hand how various is the page? 


What civil war their brother pamphlets wage? 
Tracts battle tracts, ee glare; 


Hay is this lunacy ?----I wiſh it were. 
If ſach our writers ſtartled at the ſight, 


Felons may bleſs their ſtars they cannot write J 


JJC. K-01 
low juſtly Proteus tranſmigrations fit 
The monſtrous changes of a modern wit? 
Now, ſuch a gentle /ream of eloquence 
As ſeldom riſes to the verge of ſenſe ; 
Now, by maa rage transform'd into a fame, 
Which yet fit engines well apply'd can tame; 
Now, on immodelt traſh the fwire ob/cene, 
| Invites the town to {up at Druty-lane 
A dreadful lion, now he roars at pow'r, 
Which ſends him to his brothers at the r; 
He's now a ſerpent, and his double tongue 
Salutes, nay licks the feet of thoſe he ſtung. 
What knot can bind him, his evaſion ſuch? 
One knot he well deſerves, which might do mocks. 
The flood, flame, ſwine, the lion and the ſnake, 
Thoſe fivefold monſters modern authors make, 
The nale reigns moſt; ſnakes, Pliny ſays, are bred, 
When the brajr's periſh'd in a human head. 
Ye groveling, trodden, whipt, ſtript, turncoat things, 
Made up of venom, volumes, ſtains and tings ! 
| Thrown from the tree of knowledge, like you, curſt 
To ſeribble in the duſt, was ſnake the firſt. 
Crooked your ways, entangl'd is your pen, 
| Ye ſport of ſchool-boys! and ye dread of men! 
But tho' men ſtart, ſome filly nymphs you pleaſe, % 
Who think all wits who play the fool with eaſe; 
And now their tea, their toilet now you deck, 
Glide in the boſom, or curl round the neck ; 
: A dragon thus the fair Olympia prelt, 
Charm'd with his ſpotted pride and brazen creſt. 
What if the figare ſhou'd in act prove true? ? 
© did 1 in  Ethenats why not in you ? 
. | Joor 


e * 1 1 L E . 
Poor F llenah, all other changes paſt, _ 
For bread, in Smithfield dragons hilt at laſt, 
Spit rears of fire to make the butchers gape, 
And found his manners ſuited to his ſhape : 
Such 1s the fate of talents miſapply'd, - 
So liv'd your prototype, and fo he dy'd, 
I' abandon'd manners of our writing train, 
May tempt mankind to think religion vain; 
But in their fate, their habit and their woln; 
That gods there are is eminently ſeen. 
Ileav'n ſtands abſoly'd by vengeance on their pen, 
And marks the murderers of fame from men. 
I Thro' meagre jaws they draw their venal dev: . 
As ghaſtly as their brothers in Macbeth. „„ 
Their feet thro' faithleſs leather meet the dirt, 
And oſtner chang'd their principles than ſhirt, 
The tranſient veſtments of theſe frugal men, 
Haſten to paper for our mirth again, 
Joo ſoon, (O merry-melancholy fate !)- 
They beg in rhyme, and warble thro' a grate ; 
The man lampoon'd forgets it at the light ; 5 
The friend thro' pity gives, the foe thro? ſpight 
And tho? full conſcious of his injur'd purſe, 
Lintet relents, nor Curll can with them worſe. 
So fare the men, who writers dare commence 
: Without their patent, probity and ſenſe. 
From theſe their politics our quidnuncs ſeek, 
And Saturday's the learning of the week. 
| Theſe labouring wits, like paviors, mend our ways, 
With heavy, huge, repeated, flat eſſays. 
Ram their coarſe nonſenſe down, tho? ne'er ſo dull, 
And hem at every thump upon your ſkull, 
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ieſe ſtauneh- bred writing hounds begin. the cry, 
And honeſt folly ecchoes to the lye. 
O how I laugh, when I a blockhead ſee, 
Thanking a villain for his prodity ; 
Who ftretches out a moſt reſpectful ear, 
With ſnares for woodcocks in his holy leer: 
It tickles thro' my foul to hear the cs 
Sincere encomium on his friend the /ox, | 
Sole patron of his liberties and rights ! 
W hile graceleſs Reynard liſtens-— till he 

As when the trumpet ſounds, th' Sealch 4 ſtats 
Diſcharges all her poor and profiigate ; 
Crimes of all kinds diſhonour'd weapons wield, 
And priſons pour their filth into the field; 
Thus nature's refuſe, and the dregs of men, 
Compoſe the black militia of the pen. 
Nought can reſtrain ſuch ruffians from a n, 
And a dark ally, but regard for life; 
Nought but rank cowardice ſecures our throats | 
From bravoes at their pens, and in their votes. 
Such are our teachers, Britain! go to ſchool, 


To balance Europe, learn from knave and foal. * 
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LL write at London; ſhall the rage abate 
Here where it moſt ſhould ſhine, the muſes feat * ? 
s Wbere, mortal or immortal as they pleaſe, | 
The learn'd may chuſe eternity or eaſe ? 
Has not a * ROYAL Parrow wiſely ſtrove 
T woo the muſe in her Athenian grove? 


Added new ſtrings to her harmonious ſhell, 


And giv'n new tongues to thoſe who fooks ſo well? 
Let theſe inſtruct, with truth's illuſtrious ray 
Awake the world, and ſcare our owls away: 
From Rome and Greece, ye genuine ſons of fame, 
Draw light, and pour on us the noble flame. 
Mean while, O friend! indulge me if I give 
some needful precepts how to brite and livs;: 
Serious ſhould be an author's final views; 
Who write for pure amuſement, ne er amuſe. 
An author ! 'tis a venerable name 
How few deſerve it, and what numbers claim? 
| Unbleſt with ſenſe above their peers reſin d, 
Who ſhall ſtand up, dickators to mankind? 
Nay, who dare /hine if not in virtue's cauſe, 
That ſole proprietor of juſt applauſe ? 
Ve reſtleſs men, who pant for letter'd praiſe, 
With whom would you conſult to gain the bays ?— 


© His late majeity's benefaRtion for modern languages. | 
= With 
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With thoſe great authors whoſe fam'd works you read * 
Tris well: go then, conſult the laurel'd ſhade, _ 
What anſwer will the laurel'd ſhade return? 
Hear it and tremble! he commands you burn 
The nobleſt works his envy'd genius writ, 
That boaſt of nought more excellent than awe, 
If this be true, as tis a truth moſt dread, _ 
| Woe to the page that has not that to plead! 
Fontaine and Chaucer, dying, wiſh'd unwrote 
The ſprightlieſt efforts of their wanton thought: 
Sidney and Waller, brighteſt ſons of fame, 
Condemn'd the charm of ages to the flame: 
And in one point is all true wiſdom caſt, 
To think that early we mult think at laſt. 
Immortal wits, ev'n dead, break nature's laws, 
Injurious ſtill to virtue's ſacred cauſe, _ 
And their guilt growing as their bodies rot, 
(Revers'd ambition !) pant to be /orgor. | 
| Thus ends your courted ame: docs lucre then, 
The ſacred ZH of gold, betray your pen? 
In proſe tis blameable, in verſe 'tis worſe, 
Provokes the muſe, extorts Apollo's curſe; 
His ſacred influence never ſhou'd be ſold, 
'Tis arrant Simony to ſing for gold: _ 
'Tis immortality ſhou'd fire your mind; 
Scorn a leſs paymaſter than all mankind, 
If bribes you ſeek, know this, ye writing ride! 
Who writes for virtne has the largeſt bribe; 
All's on the party of the virtuous ma, 
The good will ſurely ſerve him if they can ; 
Tbe bad, when intereſt or ambition guide, 
And 'tis at once their intereſt and their pride: : 
1 But 
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But ſhould both fail to take him to their care, 
He boaſts a greater friend, and both may ſpare. 


Renounce corruption then, take virtue's part, 


T will fire the head and f. rtify the heart, 
T will doubly warn you to eſpouſe the right, 
And doubly warn'd, men put forth double might. 


vet more, believe a trath to you ſevere, 


No mortal can write well, but who's ſincere : 

In all that charms or ſtrongly moves, the heart 
Muſt aid the head, and bear the greater part. | 
Can they, tho' tongu'd as angels ſweet, perſuade 
The ſoul to-day, who yeſterday betray 'd? 


Wit in a Have, my brethren! is no more 


Than beauty, in a rank, abandon'd are. 


Letters to man uncommon light diſpenſe, 


. And what is virtue but ſuperior ſenſe ? 
In parts and learning you who place your pride, 
_ Your faults are crimes, your crimes are double-dy' d. 


What is a ſcandal of the firſt renown, 
zut letter'd knaves, and atheiſts in a gown? 
is harder far to pleaſe than give offence; 


Ihe leaſt miſconduct damns the brighteſt ſenſe; 


Each ſhallow pate that cannot read your name, 


Can read your life, and will be proud to blame. 
Flagitious manners make impreſſions deep 
On thoſe, that o'er a page of Milton ſleep : 


Nor in their dulneſs think to ſave your ſhame, 
True, theſe are fools, but wiſe men ſay the ſame, 
Wits are a deſpicable race of men, 
If they confine their talents to the pen; 


When the man ſhocks us, while the writer ſhines, 


Our corn f in life, our * in his lines. 
by Yet 
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Yet proud of parts, with prudence ſome diſpenſe, 
And play the fool becauſe they're men of ſenſe. 
What inſtances bleed recent in each thought, 
Of men to ruin by their genius brought? 
Againſt their wills what numbers ruin ſhun, 
Purely thro' want of wit to be undone ? 
Nature has ſhewn by making it ſo rare, 
That wit's a jewel which we need not wear; 
Of plain ſound ſenſe life's current coin is made, 
With that we drive the moſt ſubſtantial trade: 
Outlaw'd of choice, all fortune's paths you quits 5 
Our courts know no ſuch creature as a wit. 
Subſtance you ſfight, and ſhadows you adore; | 
Wits you may be, but fools cou'd do no more. 
Prudence protects and guides us, wit betrays, 
A ſplendid ſource of ill ten thouſand ways ; 
A certain ſnare to miſeries immenſe; = 
A gay prerogative from common ſenſe ; | 
Unleſs ſtrong judgment that wild thing can tame, 
And break to paths of virtue and of fame. 
But grant your judgment equal to the beſt, 
Senſe fills yonr head, and genius fires your breaſt; 
Yet ſtill forbear: your wit (conſider well) 
_ *Tis great to ſhew, but greater to conceal z 
As it is great to ſeize the golden prize 
of place or power; but greater to deſpiſe. 
If ſtill you languiſh for an author's name, 
Think private merit leſs than public fame, 
And fancy not to wt«:e is not to live; 
| Deſerve, and take, the great prerogative. 
But ponder what it is; how dear *twill coſt, 
To write one page which' you may juſtly boaſt. 
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Senſe may be good, yet not deſerve the preſs: 
Who write, an awful character profeſs; 
The world as pupil of their wiſdom claim, 
And for their ſtipend an immortal fame: 
Nothing but what is ſolid or refin'd, 


Shou'd dare aſk public audience of mankind. 


Severely weigh your learning and your wit; 
Keep doun your pride by what is enn writ: 
No writer fam'd in your own way paſs o'er; 
Muſt truſt example, but reflexion more : 


More had the antients writ, they more had taught, 
. Which ſhews ſome work is left for modern thought. 


This weigh'd; perfection know, and known adore, 


Toil, burn for that, but do not aim at more: 


Above, beneath it, the juſt limits fix; 


And zealouſly prefer four lines to lix, 4 


Write and re-write, blot out and write again, 


- And for its ſwi/tneſs ne' er applaud your pen. 
Leave to the jockeys that Newmarket praiſe, 
Slow runs the Pegaſus that wins the bays. 

Much time for immortality to pay, 

Is juſt and wiſe: for Jeſs is thrown away. 


Time only can mature the labouring brain; 
Time is the father, and the midwife pain 
The ſame good ſenſe that makes a man excel, 


Still makes him doubt he ne'er has written well. | 
Downright impoſſibilities they ſeck ; | 
What man can be immortal in a 1 


Excuſe no fault, tho” beautiful, *twill harm; 


One fault ſhocks more than twenty beauties charm, 
Our age demands correctneſs; Addijon 
And you, this commendable hurt have done. 
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Now writers find, as once Achilles found, 

The whole is mortal, if a part's unſound. 

He that /trikes out, and ſtrikes not out the beſt, 
Pours luſtre in, and dignifies the reſt: : 
Give e'er ſo little, if what's right be there, 

We praiſe for what you burn, and what you ſpares 

The part you burn ſmells ſweet before the ſhrine, 
And is as incenſe to the part divine, 5 

Nor frequent write, tho' you can do it well, 
Men may too , tho' not too much excel. 

A few good works gain fame; more fink their price; : 
Mankind are fickle, and hate paying twice: 

They granted you writ well, what can they more, 
Unleſs you let them praiſe for giving oer? 
Pant you for praiſe? 'twas theirs who now write ill, 
90 they but took the pains of lying ſtill, : 
Do voldly what you do, and let your page 

| smile, if it ſmiles, and if it rages, rage. 

So faintly Lucius cenſures and commends, 

That Lucius has no foes except his friends. 

Let ſatire leſs engage you than applauſe ; 

It ſhews a generous mind to wink at flaws; 

Is genius yours? be yours a glorious end, 

| Be your king's, country's, truth's, religion's friend; 
The public glory by your own beget; 

Run nations, run poſtericy in debt. 

But ſince the fam'd alone make others live, | 

Firſt have that glory you preſume to give. 

If ſatire charms, ſtrike faults, but ſpare the many 
*Tis dull to be as witty as you can. 
Satire recoils whenever charg'd too high, - 
Round your own fame the fatal ſplinters fly. EY 
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As the ſoft plume gives ſwiftneſs to the dart, 

Good breeding ſends the ſatire to the heart. 
Painters and ſurgeons may the Nructure ſcan, 5 

Genius and morals be with you the man: | 


Defaults in thoſe alone ſhou'd give offence; 


Who ſtrikes the pern, pleads his innocence, - 
My narrow-minded ſatire can't extend 


To Codrus form, I'm not ſo much his friend. 


Himſelf ſhon'd publiſh that (the world agree) 
Before his works, or in the pillory. 
Let him be black, fair, tall, ſhort, thin or fat, 


Dirty or clean, I find no theme in that. 
Is that call'd humour? it has this pretence, 


'Tis neither virtue, breeding, wit or ſenſe, 


Vnleſs you boaſt the genius of a Swi/?, 
Beware of humour, the dull rogue's laſt ſhiſt. 


Nor {teal your ſubjects from old Greece or Rome ; 


Copy their art, but find your /au/ts at home. 


It is groſs flattery to ſeek them there; . 
Each age, all climates a freſh harveſt der. 


| Laſh reigning follies where all follies rage, 
And with ſound morals conſecrate your page. 


Can others write like you? your taſk give o'er, 


Tis printing what was publiſh'd long before. 
If nought peculiar thro? your labours run, 
They're duplicates, and twenty are but one. 


Think frequently, think cloſe, read nature, turn 


. Mens manners o'er, and half your volumes burn: 


Dare be yourſelves; originals are all; 

Great ſuch attempts, nay glorious is their fall. 

To nurſe with quick reflection, be your ſtrife, 

Thoughts born from n objects warm from life: 
When 


CT 
When moſt unſought, ſuch inſpirations riſe, 
Slighted by fools, and cheriſh'd by the wiſe : 
Expect peculiar fame from theſe alone; 
Theſe make an author, theſe are all your own. 
Life, like their Bibles, coolly men turn o'er, 
Hence unexperienc'd children of threeſcore. 
True, all men think of courſe, as all men dream; 
And if they lightly think, 'tis much the ſame. 
Our eaſy writers from this fault proceed, 
A ſmooth, emaſculate, tun'd, eunuch-breed : 
Britains are grave and ſolid; and a dance 
Far better may import than 7houghts from France. 
O'erdo not Naiveté, tis apt to lull; | 
' You know 'tis very natural to be dull, 
Write not like gentlemen, with eaſe exceeding ; 
Such eaſy writing is not eaſy reading, _, 
To fay things rare and excellent with eaſe, 
Not trite and taſteleſt is the way to pleaſe, 
In fuent ſtile to pour uncommon ſenſe, 
Is the ſhort whole of facred eloquence, 
Think with the few, the many are your own; 
Think with the many, and be heard by none, 
Nor be to preſent time your view confin'd, 
Nor for one nation write, but for mankind ; 
On late poſterity your thought let fall, 
And with a juſt ambition graſp the ball; 
Thro' ſcenes of future being let it ſtray, | 
For truth ſhall ſhine when planets ſhall decay, a 
Letters admit not of a half renown, | 
They give you nothing, or they give a crown, 
No work e' er gain'd true fame, or ever can, 
But what did honour to the name of man. 
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Weighty the ſubjeda, cogent the d; Vene, 


i Clear be the tile, the very found of force, 
Eaſy the conduct, ſimple the deſgn, 
Striking the oral, and the ſoul divine: 


Let nature, art; and judgment, wit exceed; 

Ober learning reaſon reign ; o'er that, your creed: 
Thus virtues ſeeds at once, and /aurels, grow; 
Do thus, and riſe a Pope, ora Deſpreau. 

And when your genius exquilitely ſhines, 


Live up to the full luſtre of your lines: 
Parts but expoſe thoſe men who virtue quit, 


A fallen angel is a fallen wit; 


And they plead Lucifer's deteſted cnls, 


Who for bare talents challenge our applauſe, 
Would you reſtore juſt honours to the pen? 
From able writers 2% to worthy men. 

Who's this with nonſenſe, nonſenſe would reſtrain? 
« Who's this, (they cry) ſo vainly {ſchools the vain ? 
« Who damns our traſh, with ſo much traſh replete ? 1 
« As three ells round, huge Heyne rails out at meat?“ 

Shall I, with ee then, my voice exalt, | 
And challenge all mankind to find one fault ? 
With huge examens overwhelm my page, 


And darken reaſon with dogmatic rage? 
As if one tedious volume writ in rhime, 
In proſe a duller cou'd excuſe the crime? 
Sure, next to writing, the moſt idle thing 
Is gravely to harangue on what we ſing. 


At that tribunal ſtands the writing tribe, 
Which nothing can intimidate or bribe ;_ 


Time is the judge; Time has nor friend nor foe ; 


Falſe fame muſt wither, and the true will grow. 


Arm's 
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Arm'd with this truth, all critics I defy; 
tor if I fall, by my ow pen I die; 
While ſnarlers ſtrive with proud but fruitleſs pain, 
To wound immortals, or to /lay the flain. 
Sore preſt with danger, and in awful dread 
Of twenty pamphlets level'd at my head, 
Thus have I forg'd a buckler in my brain 
Of recent form to ſerve me this campaign; 
And ſafely hope to quit the dreadful field 
Delug'd with ink, and ſleep behind my ſhield; 
Unleſs dire Codrus * rouſes to the fray 
In all his might, and damns me- for a day. 
A s turns a flock of geeſe, and on the green, 
Poke out their fooliſh necks in auk ward ſpleen, 
(Ridiculous in rage!) to his, not bite; 
So war the quills, when ſors of dulneſt write. 


„ Mr, Dennis, who ſeveral times attacked Mr. Pope. 
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FOREIGN ADDRESS. 


AND THE 
POSTURE of AFFAIRS, 


Occaſioned by the 


BRITISH FLEET, 


| M.DCC.XXXIV, 


Written in the Character of a SAILOR, 


Muſa dedit rio ius dives pueroſque Deorum. 
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FOREIGN ADDRESS, 
- SH DEE 
POSTURE of AFFAIRS, 


M. DCC, XXITLIV. 


I. 
E guardian gods! who wait on kings, 
And gently touch the ſecret ſprings 
Of SIN thought; ſolicit, I beſeech, 
For a poor /franger, come from far; : 
Procure a ſuppliant traveller 
Eaſe of es” and the /o/+ hour of ſpeech. 


II. 
'Tis gain'd: hail monarchs great and wiſe! 
From diſtant climes, and duſky ſkies, , 6 
O'er ſeas and lands I flew, your ear to claim: 
\ Yours is the ſun, and purple vine; 
Deep in the frozen North I pine; 
Nor vine, nor ſun could warm me like my theme, 


III. 
A theme, how great! on yonder tide 
A leafleſs foreſt ſpreading wide 
The labour of the deep, my muſe ſurveys: 
A FLEET, whole empire o'er the wave 
You grant, Time ſtrengthens, NATURE gave; 
| Now big with death, the terror of the ſeas! 
DE: IV. Yo 


e * 
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| Se  * | 
Ve great by ſea! ye ſhades ador'd! 
Who ſir'd the bomb, and bath'd the ſword, 
Ariſe! ariſe! ariſe ! 'tis Bx1TA1N charms: 
Ariſe, ye boaſt of former wars! 
And pointing to your glorious ſcars, 


Rouſe me to ver/e, your martial ſons to arms. 


| | 3 | 
'Tis done: and fee, ſweet CL10 brings 
From heav'n her deep-reſounding ſtrings : 


Cr to! the * god, which gave thy charming ſhell, 


Demands its molt exalted ſtrain, 
To ling the ſov'reign of the main: 


Of Ocean's queen what wonders wilt thou tell ? 


Such wonders as may paſs for ſport, 
Or viſion in a ſouthern court: 


But, ui h thrones! thoſe truths which make me low, | 


Your fathers ſaw, your ſons ſhall ſee, VR 
Then quit your infidelity; 


Some truths 'tis | better: to believe than know. 


| | VII. 5 
Believe me, ting: at BRITAIx's nod, 
From each inchanted grove and wood, 
Mage bali ſtalk down th unſhaded mountain's ſide; 
The lofty pines aſſume new forms, 
| Fly round the globe, and live in ſtorms ; 


And tread and triumph on the wond'ring tide. 


* Neptune, | 
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VIII. 
She nods again: the lab'ring' earth FS). ef e 
Diſcloſes a ſtupend'ous birth: 

In ſmoaking rivers runs her molten ore; © 
THENXCE, monſters of enormous lize, 
And hideous nature, frowning riſe, _ © _ 

Flame from the deck, from trembling baſtions roar. © 
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Theſe miniſters of wrath fulfil, | 
On empires wide, an //and's will: Z 

Ye nations | know; know, all ye ſcepter'd pow rs! 
In ſulph'rous night, and maſly balls, 
And floods of flame, the tempeſt falls, 

When ſtern Britanzia's awful fenate lours. 
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Bold is the ſtile, when hearts are bold; 
Would Bx1Tain have her anger told? 5 
0] never let a meaner language ſound, 
Than that, which thro' black Ather rouls, 
Than that, which proſtrates human ſouls, 
And rocks pale realms, when angry Jo vr has frown'd, 


. XI. 
In peace ſhe ſheaths her courage keen, 
And ſpares her nitrous magazine; 
Her cdunon ſlumber at the world's deſire: 
But, give juſt cauſe, at once they blaze, 
At once they thunder from the ſeas, 
Touch'd by their injur'd maſter's ſoul of fire. 


XII. Then 
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Then, Furies riſe! the battle raves! 
And rends the ſkies, and warms the waves, 
And calls a tempeſt from the peaceful deep, 
In ſpite of nature, ſpite of Jo VE, 
While all-ſerene, and huſh'd above, 
T he bail nous winds in azure chambers * 


„ XIII. 3 
This, this, my monarchs ! is the ſcene 
For hearts of proof, for gods of men; | 
Here war's whole ſting is ſhot, whole heart is ſpent! 
| You ſport in arms; how pale, how tame, 
How lambent is BELLoxa's flame, | 
How her ſtorms languiſh on the continent? 


| XIV; 
A ſwarm of deaths, the mighty bomb, 
Mou, ſcatters from her glowing womb; | 
| New the chain'd bolts in dread alliance join'd, 
Red-wing'd with an expanding blaſt, 
Sweep, in black whirlwinds, man and maſt, 


And leave a ſinge d and naked hull behind. 


Eno Coe XV. 
Mou. but I'm ſtruck with pale deſpair? 
My patrons! what a burſt was there? 

The ſtrong ribb'd barques at once diſploding fly! 
Inſatiate death ! compendious fate! 

Deep wound to ſome brave bleeding ſtate! 
One moment's gull a thouſand heroes die. 


XVI. The 
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The great, gay, ck; young and brave, 
(Short obſequies!) the ſable wave 84 7 
Involves in endleſs night: ye graveleſs dead! 
| Where are your conqueſts? now you rove © 
Pale; penſive, thto' the coral grove,: .- 


* — 1 


Or ſhrink from BAT AIV in your 00zy bed. 


1 2 
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XVII. 
While v virgins fair, with tender toil; - 
Of fragrant blooms their gardens ſpoil, . 
Low lye the brows for which the wreath's deſign'd, 
In /ea-wezd wrapt: alas! how vain EF 
The hope, the jay, the grief, the pain, 
The love, and god- like valour of mankind? 


„„ XVII. 
_ Of braſs his heart who durſt explore, 
Shut up in triple braſs, and more, 
Who when explor'd the ſecret durſt explain ? 
How, in one inſtant, at one blow, 
The maiden's ſigh, the mother's throe, 
Of half a widow'd land to render vain, 
. XIX. . 
See! yon cowl'd lar in his cell, 
With ſulphur, flame; and crucible ; | | 
And can the charms of gold that ſaint inſpire! 57 
O curſed cauſe ! O curs'd event! 
O wond'rous pow'r of accident! 
He rivals gods, and ſets the globe on fire. 
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But the rank 1 of modern ill, 
Too well deſerv'd t fatal (kill, 
The ſkill by which deſtruction Gviftly. runs; 
And ſeas, and lands, and worlds lays waſte; 
With far more terror, far more haſte, ' +» 
Than antient NimRoD, and his haughty ſons, 2 


7 Ee + © OE 
In frown and force old war muſt yield; 
The chariot. ſerthd, which mow'd the field, 
The ram, the caſtled elephant were tame, 
Tame to rang'd orduance, which denies 
Superior terror to the ſkies, | 
And claims the cloud, the thunder, and the fame 


xXII. 


if he Sane, the thunder, and the cloud, 
The 9::ght by day, the ſea of blood, 

Hoſts abirl'd in air, the yell, the i ling throng, 
The graveleſs dead, an ocean warm'd, | 
A firmament by mortals florm'd, _ 

To wong's: BRITANNIA s angry brow belong, 


XXIII. 
Or do 1 dream, or do I rave? 
Or do I ſee the gloomy cave, 
| Where Jove's red bolts the ans brothers frame? 
The ſwarthy gods of toil and heat 
Loud peals on mountain anvils beat, 
And panting tempeſts rouſe the roaring flame. 


XXIV. vo 
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| XXIV. 
Ye ſons of RrAA! hear my call; 
Let your unfiniſh'd labours fall, 

That ſhield of Mars, Mintrva's helmet bluez 
Suſpend your toils, ye brawny throng ! 
Charm'd by the magic of my ſong, 5 

Drop the ſeign d thunder, Ang; attempt t the trur. 


.. 
Begin; and firſt take winged flight, 
Fierce flames, and clouds of thickeſt night, 
And trembling terror, paler than the dead; 
Then borrow from the North his roar, 
Mix groans and death; one viol pour 
Of. dread BriTanxia's s wrath, and it is made. 


___ XXVL. 
Yet, peace celeſtial ! may thy charms, 
Still fire our brealts, tho' clad in arms: 
If ſcenes of blood avenging fate's decree, 
For thee the ſword brave BriToNs wield; 
For thee, charge o'er th' embattI'd field ; 
05 plunge thro' ſeas, thro' crimſon ſeas for thee. 


+ 


XXVII. 
Fen now for peace the gods are. a preſs'd3 ; 
We woo the nations to be bleſs d; | 
For peace, victorious kings ! we call to You: . 
For peace, on pinions ; of the dove, | 
Soft emblem of eternal love! 
Thro' trackleſs air, and deſart ſkies I flew, 


Pq XXVIII. My 
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See, how their charms in /;zeal luſtre ſhine ? © 
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XXVIIL 


My + former lays of rough contents, 7 5 
Of waves, and wars, and armaments, 


Were but as peals of ordnance to confels 


Your height of dignity to clear, 
| Your deaf, your jate-obſtrudted ear, 
And wake attention to more ld add,. X 


| XXIX. 
Have I not heard you both declare, 
Your hearts deteſt the purple war, 
And melt in anguiſh for the world's repoſe ! 
Hail then! all hail! your wiſh is crown'd, 
Your godlike zeal thro' time renown'd, 


"ID bro F.UROPE bleſs'd; with Joy her heart o 'erflows, 


XXX. 

Vour friend, your brother of the North, 

To meet your arms, comes ſmiling forth, 
And leads ſoft handed peace : how pow 'rful he? 
Illis num'rous race, the bloſſoms bright _ 
Of golden empire, radiant light! 5 

Endleſs beam on into eternity. 


XXXI. 


What long allies? —the virgin train 
Your moſt obdurate foes may gain: 


Thro' ev'ry genuine branch, the fire 


Has darted rays of temper'd fire; | 
"The mother breath'd ſoft air, and bloom divine, 


+ The foregoing ſtanzas, FT 3 
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XXXII. | 
tow fair the geld? ye f Aonuian bees! j 
The flow'rs ambroſial fondly ſeize, 

Luxurious draw the ſweet Hyblean ſtrain; 
That gods may lean from, heav'n to hear, 
And my thrn'd patron's raviſh'd ear ; 
The touls rich nectar drink, and thirſt again, 


xXx. 


E'en mine, they 4 and with ſucceſs: : 
Ambition's fumes my ſtrains repreſs; _ 
The fever flies ; no noxious thoughts ferment; 
No frenzy, king friends for foes ; 
The pulſe ſubſides ; they ſeck repoſe: 
Nor I my winged embaſſy repent. 


XXX1V. 
No: by the blood of Blenbeim's plain, 
I ſwear, the rumour'd war is vain; 
Shall Gallic faith and friendſhip ever ceaſe ? 
1 ſwear, by EURO Es lov'ly dread, 
I ſwear, by great ELiza's ſhade, 
The w/e IBERIAN is the fricad of peace, 


| | XRXV, 
vet, left fail, (for peophers old, 
Not all infallibly ſoretold) 
We ſet our naval, terrors in array. 
Know Barons! an A reigns; 
If foes compel, ſend forth your chains, 
While hanghty e uncenſur'd, _ obey. 


54. Ye 18 Rs 175 | 
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INI... 
O could I ſing as you have fought! 
1d raiſe a monument of thought, 
| Bright as the ſan !—how you burn at my heart? ? 
How the drums all around, 
soul -rouſing reſound ? 
swift drawn from the thigh, 
How the words flame on high? 
How the cannon, deep Knell! 
Fates of kingdoms foretel ? 
| How to battle, to battle, our fathers brave part, 
How to N to donne, to triumph we dart? : 


XXXVII, 
But who gives conqueſt? He, whoſe ray 
Io darkneſs turns the blaze of day; 
Whoſe boundleſs favour far out-flows the main; 
Whoſe pow'r the raging waves can ſtill, 
And curb ore, rebel human will, — 
With peace, O] bleſs us, or in war ſaſtain, 


XXXVIII. 


Do'ſt os ſuſtain ?—Ye twinkling fry! 
Ihat ſwim the ſeas, glide gently by; 

Tho' your ſcales glitter, tho' your numbers ſwarm, 
Ah! gently glide, for life's dear ſake ; , 

Nor dare Leviathan awake, 

Who ſpouts a river, and who breathes a orm. 15 


XXXIX. 


And now, who cenſures his addreſs ? 

Thus, crowns, ſtates, common men make peace: 

They ſwell, ſooth, double, dive, ſwear, pray, defy: 
** 3 5 And 


—— egg" 8 — — . — —— — ” 
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And when rank in! 'reft has prevail, 
And artifice the treaty ſeal'd, 
Stark lere and e, own the baſtard ye 


XL. 
Ambaſſadors, ye mouths of Kincs! 
Ye mifive monarchs ! empire's wing ! | | 
What tho' the muſe your province W thoſe? 
Tis a repriſal fairly made, 


Her province you long ſince invade; . . 
Ye perfect . in the vale of . 


4 


£ 3 1 * z 


5 ä 
More ſafe, O mufe! that humble vale, 
Than the proud ſurge and ſtormy baſe | 
Thy dang'rous ſeas with wrecks are cover'd o'er ; 
Dulneſs and frenzy curſe thy ſtreams, 
Rocks, infamous for murder'd names! _ 
o! ſtrike thy ſwelling ſails, and make to ſhore. 


XIII. 
While warmer climes, in cooler ſtrains, 
Or tented fields, or duſty plains, | 
The bleeding horſe, and horſemen hurl to ground ; 
*'Tis mine to ſing, and ſing the fit, 
That mighty ſhock, that dreadful burſt 
of war, which bellows thro” the ſeas profound. 


= XIII. | 
Nor mean the ſong, or great my blame; 
When /uch the patrons, ſuch the theme, 
Who might not glow, ſoar, paint, with rage divine ? 


P 4 Trath, 
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_ Truth, ſimple truth, I proudly dreſt, 
In ans robe; her flow'ry veſt 
Dipt in the curious colours of the nine. 
„„ 
But, ah! 'tis paſt; I ſink; I faint; 
Nor more can glow, or ſoar, or paint; 
The refluent raptures from my boſom rowl; 
To heav'n returns the /acred maid, 


And all her golden viſions fade, 
Ne er to reviſi 1 tumultuous ſoul. 


XI. 0 
My vocal Sell! ! which THET1S form'd 
Beneath the waves, which Vexus warm'd 
With all her charms, (if autient tales be true) 
And in thy pearly boſom glaw'd, 
E'er Px ax ſilver chords beſtow'd ; | 
My gell! which CL10 gave, which kings applaud, 
Which Europe's bleeding genius call'd abroad, 
Adieu, pacific lyre ! my laurel d thrones! adieu. 
ems 4 Atticus ! your * 8 ſongs I fog, L live for yon. 
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HRICE happy Jon n Jong-liv'd in regal ſhte, 
Nor ſaw the ſumptuous Ealt a prince ſo great; 
Whoſe worldly ſtores in ſuch abundance flow'd, 
Whoſe heart with ſuch exalted virtue glow'd: _ 
It is diſputed among the critics who was the author of the 
Book of %; ſome give it to Moſes, ſome to others, As I was 
engaged in this little performance, ſome arguments occurred to me, 
which favour the former of theſe opinions; and becauſe I do nor 
find them mentioned by any one elſe, I have flung them into the 
following notes, where little elſe is to be expected, 
I The Almighty's ſpeech, Chapter xxxviii. Cc. which is what 
I paraphraſe in this little work, is by much the fineſt part of the 
nobleſt, and moſt antient poem in the world. Biſhop Patrick ſays, 
its zrandeuy | is as much above all other poetry, as thunder is loud- 
er than a whiſper, In order to ſet this diſtinguiſhed part of the 
poem in a fuller light, and give the reader a clearer conception of 
it, I have abridged the preceding and ſubſequent parts of the-po- 
em, and joined them to it; ſo that this piece is a ſort of epitome 
of the whole book of Jeb. 

I uſe the word Paraphraſe, becauſe I want another which might | 
better anſwer the uncommon liberties I have taken, I have omit- 
ted, added, and tranſpoſed. The verſes upon the Mountain, the 
Comer, the "Sar, and other parts, are entirely added: thoſe upon 
the Peacock, the Lion, &c. are much enlarged : and I have thrown 
the whole into a method more ſuitable to our notions of regulari- 
ty. The judicious, if they compare this piece with the here} 
will, I flatter myſelf, find the reaſons for the great liberties 


5 have indulged myſelf in through the whole. 


Longinus has a chapter on interrogations, which fhews that they 
contribute much to the ſublime, This yarn of the Almighty 1 is 
made 


ny 


py lendenec on An. 
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At length misfortunes take their turn to reign, 
And ills on ills ſucceed, a dreadful train! 


What now but deaths, and poverty, and wrong, 


The ſword wide - waſting, the reproachful tongue, | 


And ſpotted plagues, that mark'd his limbs all o'er 
So thick with pains, they wanted room for more? 


A change To ſad what mortal heart cou'd bear? 
Exhauſted woe had left him nought to fear, 


But gave him all to grief: low earth he preſt, 
Wept in the duſt, and ſorely ſmote his breaſt. 
His friends around the deep affliction mourn d, 
Felt all his pangs, and groan for groan return'd; 
In anguiſh of their hearts their mantles rent, 
And ſeven long days in ſolemn ſilence ſpent; 


A debt of rev'rence to diſtreſs ſo great 
Then Jon contain'd no more, but curs'd his fate 8 


His day of birth, its inauſpicious light 
He wiſhes ſunk in ſhades of endleſs night, 
And blotted from the year; nor fears to crave 
Death, inſtant death, impatient for the grave; 
That ſeat of peace, that manſion of repoſe, 


Where reſt and mortals are no longer foes; 


| Where counſellors are huſh'd, and mighty kings, 


O happy turn! no more are wretched things. 
His words were daring, and diſpleas'd his friends; 


| His conduct they reprove, and he defends; 


And now they kindled into warm Nu 
And ſentiments oppos d with equal heat; 


made up of them. Interrogation ſeems Indeed the proper ſtyle of | 
majeſty incenſed. It differs from other manner of reproof, as 
| bidding a perſon execute himſelf, does from a common execution; 
for he that asks the py A proger queſtion, makes LON? in effect, 


Fix d 


Fix'd in opinion, both refuſe to yield, . 
And ſummon all their reaſon to the ſield. e 
So high at length their arguments were d 

They reach'd the laſt extent of human thought: 

A pauſe enſu'd. When lo! heav'n interpos d, 

And wann the long contention clos'd. 

Full o'er their heads, with terrible ſorprile, 

A ſudden whirlwind blacken'd all the ſkies; 
(They ſaw, and trembled !) * from the darkneſs broke 
A dreadful voice, and thus th' Almighty ſpoke ; 
Wo gives his tongue a looſe ſo bold and vain, 
Cenſures my conduct, and reproves my reign ? 

Lifts up his thought againft me from the duſt, 

And tells the world's creator what is juſt? 

Of late ſo brave, now lift a dauntleſs eye, 

Face my demand, and give it a reply. 

Where didſt thou dwell at nature's PE birth? 

Who laid foundations for the ſpacious earth 2 
Who on its ſurface did extend the line, 

Its form determine, and its bulk confine ? 
Who fix'd the corner-itone ? what hand, declare, 
Hung it on nought, and faſten'd it in air? 
When the bright morning ſtars in concert ſung, 
When heav 


* The book of Job! is well known to be dramatic, and, like 
the tragedies of old Greece, is by ſome fuppoſed to be a Zn built 
on truth, 
' ſpeaking out of the whirlwind (fo ſuitable to the after- practice of 
the Greek ſtage, when there happened d / ap wndice nodus) is fic- 
titious ; but it is a fiction more agreeable 


Fob lived, than to any ſince. Frequent before the law were the 


5 appearances of the Almighty after this' manner, Exod. chap. xix. 
Hence is he ſaid to Os in thick rags; : and bave bes way in the 


whirkvind. | 
8 . | When 


4 
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'n's high arch with loud Hoſannas run 2 9 


Probably this moſt noble part of it, the Almighty 


to the time in which 
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When ſhouting ſons of God the triumph crown'd, - 
And the wide concave thunder'd with the ſound. -_ 

' Earth's num'rous ling., haſt thou view'd them all ? 
And can thy ſpan of knowledge graſp the ball? 
Who heav'd the mountain, which ſublimely ſtands, 
And caſts its ſhadow into diſtant lands? 

Wo, ſtretching forth his ſceptre o'er the deep, 
Can that wild world in due ſubjection keep? 
I broke the globe, I ſcoop'd its hollow'd fide, 
And did a baſon for the floods provide; 
I chain them with my word; the boiling ſea 
Work'd up in tempeſts hears my great decree; 
% Thus far, not farther, be thy tide convey d; 


„And here, O ſea, ſhall thy proud waves be ſtay d. ear 


Has r thou explor'd the /ecrets of the deep, 
| Where, ſhut from uſe, unnumber'd treaſures ep; 
Where down a thouſand fathoms from the day, 
Springs the great fountain, mother of the ſea? 
Thoſe gloomy paths did thy bold feet e'er tread, 
Whole worlds of waters rowling o'er thy head ? 
Har the cleft centre open'd wide to thee ? 
Death's inmolt chambers didſt thou ever ſee? 
_ F'er knock at his tremend'ous gate, and wade 
£ To the black. portal through th' incumbent ſhade? 


2 * There i is 2 very ION air in all that RIGS but this is fig- | 
_ nally ſublime, We are ſtruck with admiration to ſee the vaſt and 
ungovernable ocean receiving commands, and punctuallx obeying 
them; to find it like a managed horſe, raging, toſſing, and foam- 
ing, but * the rule and direction of its maſter. This paſſage 
yields in ſublimity to that of Ler there be light, &c. ſo much only, 
as the abſolute government of nature yields to the creation of it. 
. + The like ſpirit in theſe two paſſages is no bad concurrent argu” 
Gans that oy | is author of che book of Job. | 


| Deep | 
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Deep are thoſe ſhades, but deeper they that hide 

My counſels from the ken of human pride. 

Wur x dwells the Jigt, in what refulgent dome? 
And where has darkneſs made her diſmal home? 
Thou know'ſt, no doubt, ſince thy large heart is fraught 

With ripen'd wiſdom through long ages brought, - 

- Since nature was call'd forth when thou waſt by, 
And into being roſe beneath thine eye. 
ARE 92;/ts forgotten? who their father knew? 

From whom deſcend the pearly drops of de? 

To bind the ſtream by night what hand can boaſt, 

Or whiten morning with the hoary 7 

Whoſe pow'rful breath, from northern regions blown ; 

| Touches the ſea, and turns it into ſtone; = 

A ſudden defart ſpreads o'er realms defac'd, 

And lays one half of the creation waſte ? 

| Trov know'ſt me not, thy blindneſs cann ot ſee 

How vaſt a diſtance parts thy God from thee, 

Canſt thou in ww/irlwinds mount aloft? Canſt thon 

In clouds, and darkneſs wrap thy awful brow? | 

And, when day triumphs in meridian light, 

Put forth thy hand, and ſhade'the' world with night? 

Wo launch'd the clouds in air, and bid them rowl 

Suſpended ſeas aloft, from pole to pole? | 

Who can refreſh the burning ſandy plain, | 

And quench the ſummer with a waſte of rain? 

| Who in rough defarts, far from human toil, 

Make rocks bring forth, and deſolation ſmile ? 

There blooms the roſe, where human face ne'er ſhone, 5 

And ſpreads its beauties to the ſun alone. 

To check the ſhow'r who lifts his hand on high, 
Ang ſhuts the Nulces of th' exhauſted ſky, 


When 
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When earth no longer mourns her gaping veins, 
Her naked mountains, and her ruſſet plains, 
But new in life a chearful proſpect yields 
Of ſhining rivers, and of verdant fields; 
When proves and foreſts laviſh all their bloom, 
And earth and heav'n are fill'd with rich perfume / 
 Hasr thou Cer ſcal'd my wint'ry ſkies, and ſeen 
0 of hails, and ſaws my northern magazine: 1 ; 
Theſe the dread treaſures of mine anger are, _ 
My fund of vengeance for the day of war, | 
| When clouds rain death, and ſtarms, at my command, 
Rage through the world, or walte a guilty land, 
Wo taught the rapid ab to fly ſo falt, 
or ſhakes the centre with. his eaſtern blaſt ? 
Who from the ſkies can a whole deluge pour? 5 
Who ſtrikes thro' nature with the folemn roa 
Of dreadful thunder ? points it where to fall, 
And in fierce Jig wraps the llying ball? — 
Not he who trembles at the darted fires, , _ 5 ba 
Falls at the ſound, and i in the fall expires, 5 
WIuoO drew the comet out to ſuch a ſize, 3 
And pour d his flaming train 0'er half the ſkies! 2 ba 
Did thy reſentment bang him out? does he pf 


Glare on the nations, and denounce from thee ? 


Wuo ou low earth can moderate the rein 
That guides the ſtars along th' etherial plain: : 
Appoint their ſeaſons, and direct their courſe, 
Their luſtre brighten, and ſupply their force? 
Canſt thou the ſkies benevolence reſtrain, 
And cauſe the Pleiades to ſhine in vain? 
Or, when Orion ſparkles from his ſphere, 
Thaw the cold ſeaſon, and unbind the year? 
| Bid 


- : 
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Bid Mazaroth his deſtin'd ſtation know, 
And teach the bright Arcturus where to glow? 2 
Mine is the night, with all her ſtars; I pour 

Myriads, and Myriads I reſerve in e. 
Do'sT thou pronounce where day light ſhall be born , 
And draw the curtain of the purple morn ? 
Awake the /n, and bid him come away, 
And glad the world with his obſequious ray! 1 

Haſt thou, enthron'd in flaming glory, driv'n 
Triumphant round the ſpacious ring of heav'n? 

That pomp of light what hand ſo far diſplays, 

That diſtant earth lyes baſking in the blaze? 

Wo did the /ou/ with her rich pow'rs inveſt, 
And light up reaſon in the human breaſt, 

To ſhine, with freſh increaſe of luſtre, bright, 

When ſtars and ſun are ſet in endleſs night ? 
To theſe my various queſtions make reply. 
Th' Almighty ſpoke, and, fpeaking, ſhook the ſky.” 

_ Waar then, Chaldean fire, was thy ſurprize? 
Thus thou, with trembling heart, and down-caſt eyes, 
„ Once and again, which I in groans deplore, 
„My tongue has err'd, but ſhall preſume no more: 
& My voice is in eternal filence bound, ED 
<« And all my ſoul falls proſtrate to the ground,” 
He ceas'd : when lo! again th' Almighty ſpoke; 
The ſamedread voice from the black whirlwind broke. 
Can that arm meaſure with an arm divine? 
And canſt thou thunder with a voice like mine? 

Or in the hollow of thy hand contain 
The bulk of waters, the wide-ſpreading main, 
When mad with tempeſts all the billows riſe 
In all their rage, and dafh the diſtant ſkies? 

. . | cou 
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Cons forth in beauty s excellence array'd, 
And be the grandeur of thy pow'r diſplay'd; = 
Put on omnipotence, and frowning make 
The ſpacious round of the creation ſhake ; 
Diſpatch thy vengeance, bid it overthrow 
_ Triumphant vice, lay lofty tyrants low, | 
And crumble them to duſt: when this is done, 
1 grant thy ſafety lodg'd in thee alone; 
Of thee thou art, and may'ſt ee Rand | 
Behind the buckler of thy own right hand. 
Foxp man! the viſion of a moment made 
Dream of a dream! and ſhadow of a ſhade! 
What worlds haſt thou produc'd, what creatures fram' d, 
| What inſects cheriſh'd, that thy God is blam'd ? 
When “ pain'd with hunger the wild raven's brood 
Calls upon God importunate for food, | 2 
Wo hears their cry, who grants their hoarſe requeſt, 
And ſtills the clamour of the craving neſt? | 
Wo in the ſtupid + rich has ſubdu'd 
4 pon. $ care, and fond ee . 
| 1 1 While 


Another argument that | Moe v was: —Y arihion; wk that moſt | 
0 of the creatures here mentioned are Egyptian. The reaſon given 


by the raven is particularly mentioned as an object of the care of 


providence, is, becauſe by her clamorous and importunate, voice, 
ſhe particularly ſeems always falling upon it; thence zoexoow 4 


X0@X%, Alian. |. 2. c. 48. is to a earneſtly, And ſince there were 


ravens on the banks of the Ne remar ably Clays, * | 


probably are meant in this place, 


* + There are many inſtances of this | bird's s flopidiey; let two 
ſuffice. Fig, it covers its head i in ks 9 and thinks Itfelf all ---- 
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While far ſhe flies, her ſcatter'd eggs are found, 
Without an owner, on the ſandy ground; 
Caſt out on fortune, they at mercy lye, 
And borrow life from an indulgent ſky ; 
Adopted by the ſun, in blaze of day, 
They ripen under his prolific ray 
Unmindful ſhe, that ſome unhappy tread | 
May cruſh her young in their neglected bed; 
* What time ſhe ſkims along the field with pee, 
f She ſcorns the rider, and purſuing ſteed. 


| How rich the + peacock ? what bright glories run 


From plume to plume, and vary in the ſun? 1 


Second! ly, They that go in purſuit of TIDY draw the ſkin of an 
oſtrich's neck on one hand, which proves a ſufficient lure to take 
them with the other. 


heads for his ſupper. 
| Here you may obſerve that our judicious as well as ſublime au- 
thor juſt touches the great points of diſtinction in each creature, 


and then haſtens to another. A deſcription is exact when you can 


neither add any thing but what is common to another ſubject, nor 


withdraw any thing but what is peculiar to the ſubject deſcribed, | 


A likeneſs is often loſt in too much deſcription, as a meaning in too 
much illuſtration, 
* Here is marked another peculiar quality of -this creature, 
which neither flies nor runs directly, but has a motion compoſed 
of both, and ufing its wings as all, makes great ſpeed. 
Paſta velut Lybie wenantim wocibus ales 
Cram premitur calidas curſu tranſmittit arenas, 
Tnque modum weli finuatis flamine pennis 


Pulverulenta volat . crap. in Eutr. 


Xenophon ſays, Cyrus had horſes that could. overtake the goat 


and the wild aſs ; but none that could reach this creature, A thou- 


{and golden ducats, or a hundred camels, was the ſtated price of a 


horſe that could equal their ſpeed. 
+ Though this bird is but juſt mentioned in my author, I could 
not forbear poing a little farther, and ſpreading thoſe beautiful 


plumes 


— 


is have ſo little brain, that Heliogabatus had fix kindred. 
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| He proudly ſpreads them to the! golden ray, 

| Gives all his colours, and adorns the day, 

| With conſcious ſtate the ſpacious round diſplays, 
And ſlowly moves amid the waving blaze. 

WHo taught the hawk to find, in ſeaſons wiſe, 
Perpetual ſummer, and a change of ſkies ? 
When clouds deform the year, ſhe mounts the wind, 
Shoots to the ſouth, nor fears the ſtorm behind ;. 
The fun returning, ſhe returns again, 

Lives in his beams, and leaves ill days to men. 

Tno' ſtrong the *® hawk, tho” ae d well to ty, „ 
An eagle drops her in a lower Ky; 65 

An eagle when deſerting human ligkt, 

She ſeeks the ſun in her unweary'd flight: 
Did thy command her yellow pinion liſt 

* high in air, and ſeat her on the cliſt, | 

Where far above thy world ſhe dwells alane, 
And proudly makes the ſtrength of rocks her own; 
+ Thence wide o'er nature takes her dread 1 8 


And with a ous Keren e her prey? 


HE (which a are 1 ſhut up) into half a * — 4 The cir- 
cumſtance I have marked of his opening his plumes to the ſun, is 
true in fact, and thought worthy a remark by Pliny. - — Expandic 

colores adverſe maxime ſole, quia He ulgenzins radiant. Plin. I. x. 

c. 20. 

* Thuanus 2 re accip. ) mentions a hawk that flew from Paris 
to London in a night. 

And the Epyprians, in regard to its fwiftneſe, made it their ſym- 
bol for the wind; for which reafon we may ſuppoſe the hawk, as 
well as the crow above-mentioned, to have been a bird of note in 

- Epypt.. 

- K. The eagle is ſaid to be of ſo acute A 6 ght, that when ſhe i- 
ſo high in the air that man cannot ſee her, ſhe can diſcern the 
ſmalleſt fiſh under water. My author accurately underſtood the 
nature of the creatures he deſcribes, and is no leſs A natural than 

a poet, which the next note wil confirm, | 


She 


* 


444 
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She feaſts her young with blood, and hov'ring o'er 
ITh' unflaughter'd hoit, enjoys the promis'd gore. 


*Know'sr thou how man moons, by me aſſign'd, 


Rowl o'er the mountain goat, and foreſt bind, 

While pregnant they a mother's, load ſuſtain ? 

| They bend in anguiſh, and caſt forth their pain. 

Hale are their young, from human frailties freed, 

Walk unſuſt- in'd, aud unaſſiſted feed; ; 
They live at once, ſorſake the dam's Warm fide, 


Take the wide world, with nature for their guide; 


Bound o'er the lawn, or ſeek the diitant glade, 
And find a home in each delightful ſnade. 
W1LL the: tall rcm, which knows no Lord but me, 
Lowe at the crib, and aſk an alms of thee ? 
Sybmit his unworn ſhoulder to the yoke, 6] 
Break the ſtiff clod, and o'er thy furrow finoke ? 
Since great his ſtrength, go truſt him void of care, 
Lay on his neck the toil of all the year, 
Bid him bring home the ſeaſons to thy doors, 
And caſt his load among the gather'd ſtores. 
Dips x thou from ſervice the ab aſs diſcharge, 
And break his bonds, and bid him live at large, 
Through the wide walte, his ample manfion, roam, 
And loſe himſelf in his unbounded home? 


* The meaning of this queſtion is, Knoweſt thou the W 
circumſtances of their bringing forth ? For to know- the time o 

was eaſy, and had nothing extraordinary in it; but the circum- 
ſtances had ſomething peculiarly expreflive of God's providgnce, 
which makes the queſtion proper in this place. Pliny obſerves, 


that the hind with young is by inſtinct directed to a certain herb 


called Seſelis, which facilitates the birth. Thunder alſo (which 
looks Hke the more immediate hand of providence) has the fame 
effect. P/. xxix. %E 
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258 APARAPH KAS E en 
By nature's hand magnificently fed, 
| His meal is on the range of mountains ſpread; 
As in pure air aloft he bounds along, 
| He ſees in diſtant ſmoke the city throng, | 
| Conſcious of freedom, ſcorns the ſmother'd train, 
The threat'ning driver, and the ſervile rein. | 
X Survey the warlike hre! didſt thou inveſt = 
With thunder his robuſt diſtended cheſt? 
No ſenſe of fear his dauntleſs ſoul allays ; 
Tis dreadful to behold his noſtrils blaze: 

To paw the vale he proudly takes delight, 

And triumphs in the fulneſs of his might; 

High- rais'd he ſnuffs the battle from afar, 
And burns to plunge amid the raging war, 


And mocks at death, and throws his foam around, l 


And in a ſtorm of fury ſhakes the ground, 
Ho does his firm his riſing heart advance 
Full on the brandiſh'd ſword, and ſhaken lance, 


While his fix'd eye-balls meet the dazzling ſhield, 


Gaze, and return the light'ning of the field ? 
He ſinks the ſenſe of pain in gen'rous pride, - 
Nor feels the ſhaft that trembles in his fade, 


But neighs to the ſhrill trumpet's dreadful blaſt 
Till death; and when he groans, he groans his laſt, 


Bur fiercer ſtill the lordly lion ſtalks, 
Grimly majeſtic in his lonely walks: 


The deſcription of the horſe is the moſt celebrated of any in 
the poem. There is an excellent eriticiſm on it in the Guardians. 
Iſhall therefore only need to obſerve that in this deſeription, as in 
other parts of this ſpeech, our vulgar tranſlation has much more 
ſpirit than the Septuagint; it always takes the original in the moſt 
poetical and exalted ſenſe, ſo that moſt commentators, even on 


the Hebrecu itſelf, fall beneath it, | | 


ou ry When 


1 Tow bl 
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Wen round he glares, all living creatures fly, 
He clears the deſart with his, rowling eye. 
Say, mortal, does he rouze at thy command, 
And roar to thee, and live upon thy hand ? 

Dolt thou for him in foreſts bend thy bow, 

And to his gloomy den the morſel throw, 

| Where bent on death lye hid his tawny brood, 
And couch'd in dreadful ambuſh pant for blood; 
Or ſtretch'd on broken limbs, conſume the day 
In darkneſs wrapt, and flumber o'er their prey? 

* By the pale moon they take their deſtin'd round, 
Aud laſh their ſides, and furious tear the ground ; 
Now ſhrieks and dying. groans the deſart fill; 

They rage, they rend, their ray'nous jaws diſtil I 
With crimſon foam; and when the banquet's o'er, 
They ſtride away, and paint their ſteps with gore: 

In flight alone the ſhepherd puts his truſt, 

And ſhudders at the talon in the duſt, 

Miro is my Behemoth, tho' large his frame, T 
| Smooth is his temper, and repreſt his flame, 
While unprovok'd: this native of the flood 
Lifts his broad foot, and puts a-ſhore- for food: 
Earth ſinks beneath him as he moves along 
To ſeek the herds, ang mingle with the throng. 

See with what ſtrength his harden'd loins are bound, 
All over proof, and ſhut againſt a wound; 

How like a mountain cedar moves his s tails 
Nor « can his ce preny linews fail: 5 


—— — 


= — 
—U ———— — 


+. purſuing their prey by night is true-of mo wild beaſts, par- 
ticularly the lion, Pſ. civ. 20. The Arabians have one among 
their 500 names for the lie n, 3 FRO The Hunter by Moon- 


8 Built 


360 APARAPHRASE on 
Built high and wide, his ſolid bones ſurpaſs 
The bars of ſteel, his ribs are ribs of braſs ; 
His port majeſtic, and his armed jaw, 
| Give the wide foreſt, and the mountain law: 
The mountains feed him; there the beaſts admire 
The mighty ſtranger, and in dread retire; - 
At length his greatneſs nearer they ſurvey, 
| Graze in his ſhadow, and his eye obey. 
The fens and marſhes are his cool retreat, 
His noon-tide ſhelter from the burning heat; 
I hbeir ſedgy boſoms his wide couch are made, 
And groves of willows give him all their ſhade: _ 
His eye drinks Jordan up, when fir'd with drought, 
He thirſts to turn its current down his. throat; 
In lefſen'd waves it creeps along the plain, 
He ſinks a river, and he thirſts again. | 
I Go to the Nile, and, from its fruitful fide, 
Caſt forth thy line into the ſwelling tide; 
With ſlender hair Leviathan command; 
And ener his vaſtneſs on the loaded ſtrand: 


* Copbeſ glacial: caput guo 1 n 
Ferre * Python, * avertere ponto. 
| RR Theb, v. 349. 


5 ſpiris regeret montes, Jamia biatu 
5 una, Kc, Claud. pref. in Ruf, 


"Let not then this 8 * too Suck for an eaſtern poet, 
tho” ſome commentators of name ſtrain hard in this place for a2 
new conſtruction, through fear of it. 8 | 
I The taking the crocodile is a 4ifficult taſk. * | Diadors: ſays, 

they are not to be taken but by iron nets. When Auguſtus con- 
guered Fgypr, he ſtruck a medal, the impreſs of which was a cro- 
_ <odile chained to a palm- tree, with this inſcription, NEMO AN- 
* e 

Win 
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Will he become thy ſervant, will he own 
Thy lordly nod, and tremble at thy frown, 
Or with his ſport amuſe thy leiſure day, 
And bound in ſilk with thy ſoft maidens play? 
SHALL pompous banquets ſwell with ſuch a prize, 
And the bowl journey round his ample ſize? ? 
Or the debating merchants ſhare the prey, 
And various limbs to various marts ek 
Through his firm ſkull what ſteel its way can win? 
What forceful engine can ſubdue his ſkin ? : 
Fly far, and live; tempt not his matchleſs might; 
The braveſt ſhrink to cowards in his fight, _ 
The raſheſt dare not rouze him up; who then 
Shall turn on me, among the ſons of men? 
Au I a debtor? haſt thou ever heard 
Whence come the gifts which are on me conferr'd ? 
My laviſh fruit a thouſand vallies fills, : 
And mine the herds, that graze a thouſand hills; | 


Farth, fea, and air, all nature is my own, 


And ſtars, and ſun, are duſt beneath my throne ; 
And dar'ſt thou with the world's great father vie, 
Thou, who doſt tremble at my creature's eye? 
At full my huge Leviathan ſhall riſe, 


Boaſt all his ſtrength, and ſpread his wond'rous ſize. 


Wuo, great in arms, e'er ſtripp'd his ſhining mail, 
Or crown'd his triumph with a angle ſcale? 


* This alludes to a cuſtom of this creature, which is, when 


ſated with fiſh, to come aſhore and fleep among the reds, + 


Q Whoſe 
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362 APARAPHRASE en 
Whoſe heart ſuſtains him to draw near? * behold 
Deſtruction yawns, his ſpacious jaws unfold, 

And, marſhal'd round the wide expanſe, diſcloſe 


"Teeth edg'd with death, and crowding rows on rows: | 


| What hideous fangs en either fide ariſe, 
And what a deep abyſs between them lyes? 
Mete with thy lance, and with thy plummet ſound, 
The one how long, the other how profound. 
II bulk is charg'd with ſuch a furious ſoul, 
Thick clouds of fmoke from his ſpread noſtrils row] 


Ass from a furnace; and, when rouz'd his ire, 


| + Fate iſſues from his jaws in ſtreams of fire : 
The rage of tempeſts, and the roar of ſeas, 
Thy terror, this thy great ſuperior pleaſe; | 

Strength on his ample ſhoulder fits in (late, 
His well-join'd limbs are dreadfully complete, 

| His flakes of ſolid fleſh are flow to part, 
7 As ſteel his nerves, as adamant his heart. 


3 The crooadile s mouth is an wide. When he gapes, 
| "rs Pliny, Fit tetum os. Martial ſays to his old woman, 
Cam comparata riftibus tuis ora | | 


Ni liacus bavet Cru odilus anguſta. 


+ This is nearer truth than at firſt view may be imagined, The 


Crocodile, ſay the naturaliſts, lying long under water, and being 
tbere forced to hold its breath, when it emerges, the breath long 


repreſs is hot, and burſts out lo violently, that it reſembles fire 


and ſmoke, The horſe ſuppreſſes not his breath by any means ſo 
long, neither is he ſo fierce or animated; yet the moſt correct of 


| Poets ventures to uſe the ſame metaphor concerning him, - 


Collectumgue premens volvit ſub naribus i ignem. : 


5 By this and the foregoing note I would caution againſt a falſe 
pinion of the eaſtern. boldnets, | from e in chem ill under- 


WHEN | 


Ao. 
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3 
WHEN late awak'd he rears him from his floods, 

And ſtretching forth his ſtature to the clouds, 

Writhes in the ſun aloft his ſcaly height, 

And ſtrikes the diſtant bills with tranſient light, 

Far round are fatal damps of terror ſpread, 

The mighty fear, nor bluſh to own their dread. 


| + Broad is his front; and when his burniſh'd eyes 


Lift their broad lids, the morning ſeems to riſe, 
In vain may death in various ſhapes invade, 
The ſwift-wing'd arrow, the deſcending blade; 
His naked breaſt their impotence defies, 
The dart rebounds, the brittle faulchion flies: 
Shut in himſelf, the war without he hears, _ 
Safe in the tempeſt of their rattling ſpears; 
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+ His eyes are like the eye-lids of the morning. I think this gives 


us as great an image of the thing it would expreſs, as can enter 


the chought of man. It is not improbable that the Egyptians ſtole 


their hieroglyphic for the morning, which is the crocodile's eye, 


from this paſſage, tho' no commentator I have ſeen mentions it. 
It is eaſy to conceive how the Egyptians ſhould be both readers, and 
admirers of the writings of Meſes, whom I ſuppoſe the author of 


this poem, | 
I have obſerved already that three or four of the creatures here 


deſcribed are Egyptian; the two laſt are notoriouſly ſo, they are 


the river-horſe and the crocodile, thoſe celebrated inhabitants of 
the Mile; and on theſe two it is that our author chiefly dwells. 
It would have been expected from an author more remote from 


that river than Meſes, in a catalogue of creatures produced to mag- 


nify their creator, to have dwelt on the two largeſt works of his 


hand, viz. the elephant and the whale. This is fo natural an ex- 


poſition, that ſome commentators have rendered Behemoth and Le- 
wiathan, the elephant and whale, tho' the deſcriptions in our au- 
thor will not admit of it; but Maſes living among the Egypriars, 
who were (as we may well ſuppoſe)” under an immediate terror of 


the Nippopotumes and crocodile, from their daily miſchiefs and ravag- 
es around him, it is very unaccountable why he ihould permit them 


do take place, 5 | 
22 18 
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Ihe cumber'd ſtrand their waſted vollies ſtrow, 


His ſport, the rage and labour of the foe. 
is paſtimes like a caldron boil the flood, 
0 And blacken ocean with the riſing mud; 
The billows feel him as he works his way; 
His hoary footſteps ſhine along the ſea; ; 
The foam high-wrought with white divides the green, 5 
And diſtant ſailors point where death has been. 
His like earth bears not on her ſpacious face, 
Alone in nature ſtands his dauntleſs race, 
For utter ignorance of fear renown'd: 


In wrath he rowls his baleful eye around, 


Makes every ſwoln diſdainful heart ſubſide; 
And holds dominion o'er the ſons of pride. 

Tux the Chaldean eas'd his lab'ring breaſt, 
With full conviction of his crime oppreſt. 

(Tuo can'ſt accompliſh all things, Lord of might! 

c And every thought is naked to thy ſight: 
„% But oh! thy ways are wonderful, and lye 

„ Beyond the deepeſt reach of mortal eye. 

« Oft' have I heard of thine Almighty pow'r, 

% But never ſaw thee till this dreadful hour. 

% O'erwhelm'd with ſhame, the Lord of life I ſee, 

4 Abhor myſelf, and give my ſoul to thee: 

Nor ſhall my weakneſs tempt thine anger more: 
Man was not made to queſtion, but adore, 


BUSIRIS, 
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KING oe EGYPT. 
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Acted at the 


TugArRE- Rox AlL in Drury-Lane, 1719. 
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0 triſte plan? acerbumgue funus ! 0 morte ipſd meortis 
tempus indignius! jam deſtinata- erat egregio juveni, 
Jam electus nuptiarum dies, Fed , quo nt. 
rore mutalum oft? | PLIN. To 
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To His GRACE 
DUKE of NEWCASTLE. 


F a dedication carries in its nature, a mark of our 


acknowledgment and eſteem, and is there molt due 


where we are molt obliged, the late inſtances I received 
of your Grace's undeſerved and uncommon favour in an 


affair of ſome conſequence, (foreign to the theatre) has 


taken from me the privilege of chuſing a patron; eſpe- 


cially for a performance which, not only by its kind, 


falls immediately under your Grace's authority, but 
which likeways by its good fortune in a ſeaſon of ſome 
danger to it, received from your Grace's free indulg- 
ence, its life and ſucceſs on the ſtage. Thus my am- 
bition concurs with my duty, and it is my happineſs 
not to be able to gratify the impulſe of the one, with- 
out obeying at the ſame time the dictates of the other. 


Addreſſes of this nature, through a groſs abuſe of 


_ praiſe, have juſtly fallen under ridicule. How pleaſant 
it is, to hear one of yeſterday complimented on his il- 
luſtrious anceſtors ? a ſordid perſon, on his magnificence? 
an illiterate pretender, on his {kill in arts and ſciences 2 
or a wretch, contracted with ſelf- love, on his diffulive 
benevolence to mankind? yet from the frequency of 

ſuch a ſhameful proſtitution of the pen as this, one ad- 


vantage reſults ; it gives the grace of novelty and pecu- | 
yric from 
its guilt, and reſcue the late mentioned ſublime diſtinc- 


liarity to a dedication, that ſhall reclaim paneg 
tions of character from abſurdity and injuſtice, by ap- 
_ plying them to a Duke of Newca/?le, It is a kind of 
compliment paid to panegyric itſelf, to uſe it on ſo jult 
an occalion, | SR 
It is letters, my lord, which diſtinguiſh one age from 
another; each period of time ſhines or is calt in ſhaces, 
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as they flouriſh or decline; and who knows not that 
the fate of letters is determined by the kind or cold a- 
ipect of the great? how happy then is the preſent time? 
how fair an aſſurance has it of being exempted from the 
death of common ages, when we ſee the politer arts tri- 
_ umphing in the care and encouragement of one who has 
made an early and regular acquaintance with them at 
their ows home, joining to the amplelt fortune the qua- 
liſications requiſite, (had it been wanting) to acquire and 
deſerve it? one, who in the flower of youth, when the 
imagination is warmeſt and fit for ſuch a province, prc- 


_ tides over the labours of genius and fine taſte, and has 


it in his power to rival thoſe he is pleaſed to patronize. 
One, in a word, who, covetous of learning, reaches 
beyond his own nation for new ſupplies of it; who, 
zealous for merit, pays honours to its very aſhes; and - 
whoſe being an excellent maſter in polite letters himſelf, 
is one of the ſmalleſt proofs he has given of his ardent 
mm — cr. 
Hut I cannot turn my thought that way, without be- 
ing put in mind of the imperfection of the following 
ſcenes, IJ own they have many faults, as many as I can 
allow, without reflecting on the town, for the counte- 
nance they have received: but I hope they have merit 
enough to intitle them to {ome ſhare of your Grace's ap- 
- probation, as well as errors enough to make them ſtand 
in need of all your protection. The continuance of 
which is humbly hoped by, 1 7 5 
—_ My Loy, 
TDTDour Grace's 
much obliged, 
moſt obedient, and 
moſt humble ſervant, 
EDWARD Yound. 
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By a F RI END. 
| Spoken by Mr. BooTH. 


T ON have you hes the Greek and Roan names 

| Afiſted by the muſe, renew their fame : 
While yet unſung thoſe heroes fleep, from whon 

Greece frm'd her Platos, and her Cxſars Rome, 
Such, Egypt, were thy ſons! divinely g great 

In arts, and arms, in Wwiſaomy and in 2 ate. 

Her early monarchs gave thoſe glorious birth, 

Whoſe ruins are the wonders of the earth. 

 Strudures fo vaſt by thoſe great kings de/ign'd, 

[Are out faint ihetches of their boundleſs mind : 

Yet neer has Albion's ſcene, the long renown'd, 

With the ftern tyrants of the Nile been crown Fig 
The tragic miſe in grandeur ſhou'd excell, 

Her figure blazes, and ber numbers fwell. 

Te proudeſt monarch of the proudeſt a 

From Fgypt comes to tread the Britiſh + Ha 

Old Homer's heroes, moderns are, to Hoſe. = 

Whom this night's venerable ſcenes diſcloſe. 

Here pomp and ſplendor ſerve but lo prepare; 

To touch the foul 74, our peculiar care; 

By juft diſtreſs ſoft pity to impart, 

And mend your nature, while we move your heart 3 ; 

Nor wou'd theſe ſcenes in empty words abound, | 

Or overlay the ſentiment with found. 

Mord. (when the poet wou'd your ſouls engage 9 

Are the meer garniſh of an idle ſtage. 

Men paſſion rages, eloquence is mean; 


horde and looks bf A the moving ſcent, 
25 


„ 00 0h 
Ye ſhining fair] when tender woes invite 
To pleaſing anguiſh and ſevere delight, 
By your alfliction you compute your gain, 
Aud rife in pleaſure as you riſe in pain, 
If then juſt objects of concern are ſhown, 
And your hearts heave with ſorrows not your 0wn, 
Let not the gen'rous impulſe be withſtood, — = 
Strive not with nature, bluſh not to be good: 


Sight only from a noble temper riſe, 


And lis your virtue favells inio your eyes. 


* — 
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Euter Theron aud Syplioces- | | 
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F glorious ſtructures, and immortal deeds; 7 
Enlarge the thought, and ſet our ſouls on fire, 

My tongue has been too cold in Feypt's praiſe, 

The queen of nations, and the boalt of . 

Mother of ſcience, and the houſe of gods! 

Scarce can I open wide my lab'ring mind 

To comprehend the vaſt idea, big 

With arts and arms ſo boundleſs in their fame. 

 Pher. Thrice happy land! did not her dreadful king, 

PFar-fam'd Bufris, whom the world reveres, 


55 Lay all his mining wonders in ESE 


Buy cruelty and pride. | 
Sh. By pride indeed; 
He call himſelf the Proud, and glories i in it. 
Nor would exchange for Jupiter s Almighty. 
| _ we not ſeen him ſhake his ſilver reins 
er harneſs'd monarchs to his chariot yok'd? 
in ſullen majeſty they ſtalk along, 
With eyes of indignation and' deſpair, 
While he aloft diſplays his ! impious ſtate, 
With half their rifled kingdoms o'er his brow, 
Blazing to heav'n in diamond, and gold. 
Pher, Nor leſs the tyrant's cruelty than pride; 


His horrid altars ſtream with human blood, 


And piety is murder in his hands, [great ſhout. 
; ER | | Sh. 


e B us iR IS, 


Hy. There roſe the voice of twice two hundred 
| e 
And broke the clouds, and clear'd the face of day; 
The king, who from his temple's airy height, 
With heart dilated that great work ſurveys, 
Which ſhall proclaim what can be done by man, 
Has ſtruck his purple ſtreamer, and deſcends. 
Pfer. Twice ten long years have ſeen that Regy 
2 „ | 
| Which en with united toil advance, 
Gain on the ſkies, and labour up to heaven. 
Spb. The king = — OT N fall, or r diſappear. 
| LORE ve. 


E ner Buſiris attended, 


Buſ. This antient city, Memphis the renown'd, 
Almoſt coæval with the ſun himſelf, 1 
And boaſting ſtrength ſcarce ſooner to decay, 

How wanton fits ſhe amid nature's ſmiles, 

Nor from her higheſt turret has to view, 

But golden landſeapes and luxuriant ſcenes. 

A waſte of wealth, the ſtorehouſe of the world ! 

Here, fruitful vales far ſtretching fly the ſight, 
There, fails unnumber'd whiten all the ſtream ; 

While from the banks full twenty thouſand cities 
Survey their pride, and ſee their gilded towers 

Float on the waves, and break againſt the ſhore: 

To crown the whole, this Filing pyramid _ 
[Shes the plan. 
Lengthens in air, and ends among the ſtars, 

While every other object ſhrinks beneath 

Its mighty ſhade, and leſſens to the view, 

| As kings compar 'd with me, 


Enter Auletes, he fall: Preſtrate. 


Au. .O live for ever, 

Buſiris, firſt of men! 

Bu. Auletes, riſe. 5 
Aul. Ambaſſadors ſrom various s climes arrive, 


'To 
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To view your wonders, and to greet your fame; 
Each laden with the gifts his country yields, 
Of which the meaneſt riſe to gold_and pearl: 
The rich Arabian fills his ample vaſe 
With facred incenſe; Ethiopia ſends _ 
A thouſand courſers fleeter than the wind; 
And their black riders darken all the plain: 
Camels and elephants from other realms, 
Bending beneath a weight of luxury, 
Bring the beſt ſeaſons of their various years, 
And leave their monarchs ata 
Buſ. What from the Per/ian ? 
Aul. He bends before your throne, and far outweighs 
The reſt in tribute, and outſhines in ſtate. | 
Bu Away, he ſees me not, I know his pans, 
A ſpy upon my greatneſs, and no friend: 
Take his ambaſſador, and thew him Egypt, 
In Memphis ſhew him various nations met, 
As in a fea, yet not confin'd in ſpace, 
But ſtreaming freely thro? the ſpacious ſtreets, 
Which ſend forth millions at each brazen gate, 
Whene'er the trumpet calls; high overhead 
On the broad walls the chariots bound along, 
And leave in air a thunder of my own: 
| Jove too has pour'd the Ni/e into my hand, 
The prince of rivers, ocean's eldeſt ſon : 
Rich of myſelf, I make the fruitful year, 
Nor aſk precarious plenty from the ly — 
Throw all my glories open to his view, 
Then tell him, in return for trifles offer'd, 
bo gve him "9 4 and when a Perk an arm 


can thus with vigour its reluctance bend, 

And to the nerve its ſtubborn force ſubdue, 

Then let his maſter think of arms — but bring 

More men than yet e'er pour'd into the field; 

Mean time, thank heav'n, our tide of conqueſt drives 
A different Way; and leaves him ſtill a "ng 


_ 


8 


[Gives bim a bows 
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And give the world an anſwer, 


% d n 8, 
This to the Perſan.—I receive the tet, . 
Exit Buſiris. 
Mandane, attended by priefts and her ir gins, is ſeen Ja- 
 crificing at a di tance. 


An hymn to This is fung, the prieſts go out. 
Nandane, attended by her maids, advances. 


Mand. My morning duty to the gods is over, 
Vet ſtill this terror hangs upon my ſoul, 


And ſaddens every thought —I ſtill behold 


The dreadful image, ſtill the threatning fi ord 


Points at my breaſt, and glitters in mine eye, — 
_ But 'twas a dream, no more. My virgins, leave me. 
And thou great ruler of the world be preſent ! 
O kindly ſhine on this important hour! 
This hour determines all my future life, 
And pives it up to miſery or joy. 
Theſe lonely walks, this deep and ſolemn gloom, 
Where noon-day ſuns but glimmer to the view, 
This houſe of tears, and manſion of the dead , 
For ever hides him from the hated light, 
And gives him leave to groan. 


[She advances. 


Back ſeene draws, and fhews Memnon leaning on bis 
Sather” s tomb, 


Was ever ſcene 5 | 
So mournful! if, my lord, the dead . 


Be all your care, life is no more a bleſſing. 
How cou'd you ſhun me for this diſmal ſhade, 
And ſeek from love a refuge in deſpair? 


Mem. * haſt thou brought thoſe eyes to this fad | 
place, h 


| Where darkneſs dwells, and grief would ſigh ſecure, 


bo welcome horrors, and beloved night? 
Ty beauties drive the friendly ſhades before them, 
light up day e'en here. Retire, my love; 


wat Joyfal moment I wou'd ſhare with thee, 
My virtuous maid, but I wou'd mourn alone, 


Mand, 
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Mand. What have you found in me ſo mean, to hope 


That while you ſigh, my ſoul can be at peace? 
Your ſorrows flow from your Mandarne's eyes. 

Mem. O my Mandane! = 

Mand. Wherefore turn you from me ? 
Have I offended, or are you unkind? _ 
Ah me! a ſight as ſtrange, as pitiful! . 
From this big heart, o' ercharg'd with gen'rous ſorrow, 
See the tide working upward to his eye, | 
And ſtealing from him in large filent drops, 
Without his leave! — can thoſe tears flow in vain? 


Mem. Why will you double my diſtreſs, and make 


My grief my crime, by diſcompoling you ?— 
And yet I can't ſorbear! alas! my father! 
That name excuſes all; what is not due 
To that great name, which life or death can pay? 
Mand. 7 5 8 and eaſe your lab' ring breaſt, it 
> wells, EEE 
And finks again, and then it ſwells fo high, 
It looks as it wou'd break. I know tis big 
With ſomething you wou'd utter. Oft in vain 
I have preſum'd to alk your mournful ſtory; 
But ever have been anſwer'd with a frown. 
Mem. O my Mandane, did my tale concern 
Myſelf alone, it wou'd not lye conceal'd; 
But 'tis wrapt up in guilt, in royal guilt, 
And therefore 'tis unſafe to touch upon't. 
To tell my tale, is to blow off the aſhes 5 
From ſleeping embers which will riſe in flames 
At the leaſt breath, and ſpread deſtruction round. 
But thou art faithful, and my other ſelf; | 
And O! my heart this moment is ſo full, 
It burſts with its complaint; and I muſt ſpeak, 
HMyris, the preſent queen, was only ſiſter 
Of great Ar!axes, our late royal lord: 
Buſiris, who now reigns, was firſt of males 
In lineal blood, to which this crown defcends. 
(Not with long circumſtance to load my ſtory). ; 
Ambitious Hyris fir'd his daring foul, ,. 


and 
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And turn'd his ſword againſt her brother's life: 
Then mounting, to the tyrant's bed and throne, 
Enjoy'd her ſhame, and triumph'd in her guilt. 
Mand. So black a ſtory well might ſhun the day. 

Mem. Artaxes' friends (a virtuous multitude) 
Were ſwept away by baniſhment or death, 

In throngs, and ſated the devouring grave. 

My father —Thiak, ne on your own, 


And pardon me! — [Peeps 


The tyrant took me, then of tender years, 

And rear'd me with his ſon, (a ſon fince dead.) 

He vainly hop'd, by ſhews of guilty kindneſs, 

To wear away the blackneſs of his crime, 

And reconcile me to my father's fa te; 

Hence have I long been forc'd to ſtay my vengeance, 
To ſmooth my brow with ſmiles, and curb my tongue, 
While the big woe lays throbbing at my heart, — 


Enter Pheron at a di Mance. 


 Pher. So cloſe! ſo loving! here I ſtand unſeen, 

And watch my rival's fate. Ts idle. 
Mem. But thou, my . 

Thou art my peace in tumult, life in a death, 

Thou yet can'ſt make me bleſs d. 

Mand. As how, my lord? 

Mem. Ah, why wilt thou inſult me? 

Mand. Memnon. 
Mem. Speak. 
Mand. Nature forbids, and when 1 wou'd | begin 

She ſtifles all my ſpirits, and I faint: 

My heart is breaking, but I cannot u_ 

O let me fly. — | 
Mem. You pierce me to the ſoul. CHolding her, 
Mand. O! ſpare me for a moment, till my heart 

Regains its wonted force, and I will ſpeak, — 

 Pheron, you know, is daily urgent with me, 

Breaks thro” reſtraints, and will not be refus'd, 

[Pheron /hews a great concern. 

Yet more the prince, the young impetuous prince, 

before 


KING OF EGYPT. 12 


Before hisfather ſent him forth to war, 
And gave the Mede to his deſtructive ſword, 
Has often taught his tongue a ſilken tale, 
Deſcended from himſelf, and talk'd of love. 
Since laſt I ſaw thee, his licentious * 
Has haunted all my dreams. —— 
This day the court ſhines forth in all its late, | 
Jo welcome her returning warrior home. 
Alas, the malice of our ſtars! 

Mem. To place it 
Beyond the power of fate to part our loves ; : 
Be this our bridal night, my life !—my ſoul! 

[ Embrace, 

Pzer. perdition ſeize them both ! and have I lov'd 
So long to catch her in another's arms! 
Another's arms for ever! O the pang! 
Heart-piercing ſight! —but rage ſhall take its turn —— 
It ſhall be ſo—and let the crime be his 
Who drives me to the black extremity; _ 
I fear no farther hell than that I feel. Exit. 
Mem, Trembling I graſp thee, and my anxious bear 
Is ſtill in doubt if J may call thee mine. 
O bliſs too great! O painful extaly! _ 
I know not what to utter, 
Mand. Ah, my lord! 
What means this damp that comes athwart my joy, 
_ Chaſtiſing thus the lightneſs of my heart? 
I have a father, and a father too, 
Tender as nature ever fram'd —— His will 
Should be conſulted, Should I touch his peace, 
1 ſhould be wretched in my Memnon's arms. 

Mem. Talk not of wretchedneſs, 
Mand. Alas! this day 
Firſt gave me birth, 00 (which is ſtrange to tell) 
The fates e'er ſince, as watching its return, 
Have caught it as it flew, and mark'd it deep 
With ſomething great, extremes of good or ill. 
Mem, Why ſhould we bode misfortune to our loves? 
No, I receive thee from the gods, in lieu 


Of 


7 „„ ©. KS; 

Of all that happineſs they raviſh'd from me; 

Fame, freedom, father, all return in thee, 

Had not the gods Mandane to beftow, 

They never would have pour'd ſuch vengeance on me 
They meant me thee, and could not be fcycre, 

Soon 2s night's favourable ſhades deſcend, 

The holy prieſt ſhall join our hands for ever, 

And life ſhall prove but one long brid al-day. 

Till then, in ſcenes of pleaſure loſe thy grief, 

Or ſtrike the lute, or ſmile among the flowers, 
They'll ſweeter ſmell, and fairer bloom for thee.—— 
| Alas! I'm torn from this dear tender fide, 

By weighty reafons and important calls, 

Nay, e'en by love itſeif —I quit thee now, 


But to deſerve thee more, [They embrace, 

Maud. Your friends are here. [Exit Mand, 

Mem. Excellent creature how my ſoul pants for 
thee ! 


But other paſſions n now begin cheir claim, ; 
Doubt, and diſdain, and ſorrow, and revenge, 
With mingling tumult tear up all my breaſt: 

© how unlike the foftneſſes of love! 


Enter Syphoces. 


$yph, Hail, worthy Memnon. 

Mem. Welcome, my Syphoces. 
Aud much I hope thou bring'ſt a bleeding heart, | 
A heart that bleeds for others miſeries, | 
Bravely regardleſs of its own, tho' great, 
That firſt of characters. 

Syph. And there's a ſecond, 
Not far behind, to reſcue the diſtreſs'd, 
Or die. 

Mem. Yes, die ; and viſit thoſe brave men, 
Who, from the firlt of time, have bath'd their hands 
In tyrants blood, and graſp'd their honeſt {words 
As part of their own being, when the cauſe, 
The public cauſe demanded, O! my friend, 
How bong. ſhall 2600 groan in chains : ? how long 1 

| Sha 


= 
: 

| 
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Shall her ſons fall in heaps without a foe? _ 
No war, plague, famine, nothing but Bis, 
His people's father! and the ſtate's defence! 
Yet but a remnant of the land ſurvives  _ 
S$Syph. What havock have I ſeen? Have we not 
| _ known TH q | 
A multitude become a morning's prey 
When troubled reſt, or a debauch has ſour'd 
The monſter's temper ? then 'tis inſtant death; 
Then fall the brave and good, like ripen'd corn 
Before the ſweeping ſcythe, not the poor mercy 
To ſtarve and pine at leiſure in their chains, — 
But what freſh hope, that we receive your ſummons, 
To meet you here this morning? | 
Mem. Know, Syphoces, | 
Twas on this day my warlike father's blood, 
So often laviſh'd in his country's cauſe, 
And greatly ſold for conqueſt and renown, 
Twas on this execrable day it flow'd 
On his own pavement, in a peaceful hour, 
Smok'd in the duſt, and waſh'd a ruffian's feet. 
This guilty day returning rouſes al! 
My ſmother'd rage, and blows it to a flame. 
Where are our friends? _ : 
_ Syph, At hand. Rameſes, . 
Laſt night, when gentle reſt o'er nature ſpread 
Her ſtill command, and care alone was waking, 
Like a dumb, lonely, diſcontented ghoſt, 
Enter'd my chamber, and approach'd my bed; 
With burſts of paſſion, and a peal of groans 
He recolle&s his god-like brother's fate, 
The drunken banquet, and the midnight murder, 
And urges vengeance on the guilty prince. | 
Such was the fellneſs of his boiling rage, : 
Methought the night grew darker as he frown'd. 
Mem, I know he bears the prince moſt deadly hate; 
But this will enter deeper in his ſoul, ['Shewws a letter. 
And rouze up paſſions, which till now have ſlept : 
Murder will look like innocence to this. 


Spb. 


16 TFC 
Syfh. How, Memun? 

Mem. This reminds me of thy fate: 5 
The queen has courted thee with proffer'd realms, 
And ſought by threats to bend thee to her will; 
She languiſhes, ſhe burns, ſhe waſtes away 
In fruitleſs hopes, and dies upon thy name. 

Syph. O fatal love! which, ſtung by jealouſy, 
Expell'd a life far dearer than mine own, 
By curſed poiſon — Ah divine ame! 

And cou'd the murd'reſs hope ſhe ſhou'd inherit 
This heart, and fill thy place within theſe arms! —— 
But grief ſhall yield — Revenge, I'm wholly thine, 
Mem, The tyrant too is wanton in his age, 
He ſhews that all his thoughts are not in blood ; 
Love claims its ſhare ; he envies poor Kameſes 
The ſoftneſs of his bed; and thinks Amelia 
A miſtreſs worthy of a monarch's arms. | 

Syph. But fee, Rameſes comes, a ſullen gloom 
Scowls on his brow, and marks him thro' the duſk. 


5M nter Rameſes, Pheron, and other conſpirators. 
| Mem, To what, my friends, ſhall Memnon bid you 
JJ FEY 1 
To tombs, and melancholy ſcenes of death? 
I have no coſtly banquets, ſuch as ſpread 


Prince Myron's table, when your brother fell. g 


[To Rameſes, 

I have no gilded roof, no gay apartment, _ 

Such as the queen prepar'd for thee, Syphocer. 

Yet be not diſcontent, my valiant friends, 

Bujiris reigns, and 'tis not out of ſeaſon 

| To look on aught may mind us of our fate; 

His ſword is ever drawn, and furious Myris | 

Thinks the day loſt that is not mark'd with blood, 
Ram. And have we felt a tyrant twenty years, 

Felt him as the raw wound the burning ſteel, 

And are we murmuring out our midnight curſes, 

Drying our tears in corners, and complaining ? 

Our hands are forfeited, Gods! ſtrike them off. 


No 
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No hands we need to faſten our own chains, 
Our maſters will do that; and we want ſouls 
To raiſe them to an uſe more worthy men. 

Mem. Rules your temper at offences paſt ? 
Here then, to ſting thee into madnels. 


(L es the letter, Rameſes reads, 


Ram, Oh! 


Sp. See how the ſtruggling paſſions ſhake his frame ! 
Ram. My boſom joy, that crowns my happy. bed 
With tender pledges of our mutual Jove, 
Far dearer than my ſoul ! and ſhall my wife, 
The mother of my little innocents, 
Be taken from us! torn from me! from mine! 
Who live but on her ſight! and ſhall IJ hear 
Her cries for ſuccour, and not ruſh upon him ? 
My infant hanging at the neck upbraids me, 
And ſtruggles with his little arms to fave her. 
Theſe veins have ſtill ſome gen'rous blood in ſtore, 
The dregs of thoſe rich ſtreams his wars have drain'd 3 
I'll giv't in dowry with her. 
P fer. Well reſolv'd: 
A tardy vengeance ſhares the tyrant's gullt. 
Kum. Let me embrace thee, Pheron, thou art bravey 
And doſt diſdain the coldneſs of delay. 
Curſe on the man that calls Rameſes friend, 
And keeps his temper at a tale like this; 
When rage and rancour are the proper virtues, 
And loſs of reaſon is the mark of men. 
Mem, Thus I've determin'd ; when the midnight 
hour 
Lulls this proud city, and her monarch dreams 
Of humbled foes, or his new miſtreſs' love, 
Then we will ruſh at once, let looſe the terrorg 
Of rage pent in, and ſtruggling twenty years 
To find a vent, and at one dreadful blow, 
Begin and end the war. 
A more auſpicious juncture cou'd not happen. 
The Perſian, who for years has join'd our counſels, 
Stirr'd up the love of freedom, and in private 


Lon 9 


—— _ 


Cn Grate ear woaneewoerte Wemecarnerd) 


And ſtab the royal victim on this altar. 


— — ENS 


Long nurs d the ls 5 appetite with Yor 
This morn with tranſport ſnatch'd the wiſh'd occaſion | 
Of throwing his reſentment wide, and now 

He frowns in arms, and gives th' event to fate, 


Ram. This hand ſhall — the 82 from the 
throne, 


[Pointing to the tom). 
| Mem. 0 juſtly thought ! friends calt your eyes e. 


round, 


5 All that moſt awful ; is, or great in nature, 

This ſolemn ſcene preſents; the gods are here, 
And here our fam'd forefathers ſacred tombs ; 
Who never brook'd a tyrant in this land. 


Let us not act beneath the grand aſſembly ! 


The lighted altars tremble, and theſe tombs 
Send forth a pou of groans to urge us on. 

Come then, 

And call his ſhade to witneſs to your vows. 


rround my father's monument, 


Kam. Nor his alone, O all ye mighty dead! 
Illuſtrious ſhades! who nightly ſtalk around 
The tyrant's couch, and ſhake his guilty ſoul : 
Whether already you converſe with gods, 

Or ſtray below in melancholy glooms, 

From earth, from air, from heayen, and from hell, 
Come, I conjure you, by the pris'ner's chain, 


The widow's ſighing, and the orphan's tears, 


The virgin's ſhrieks, the hero's ſpouting veins, 

By gods blaſphem'd, and free-born men enſlav'd. 
Mem. Hear, Jove, and you moſt injur'd heroes, hear, 

While we o'er this thrice hallow'd monument 


Thus join our hands, and kneeling to the gods, 


Faſt bind our fouls to great revenge! 
All. We ſwear 
Mem. This night the tyrant and his minions bleed, 


And flames ſhall lay thoſe palaces in duſt, 
_ Whoſe gilded domes now glitter i in the ſun. 


Pher. So now my foe is taken in the toil, 
And I've a ſecond caſt for this proud Maiden 


It 


— 


_— 1. 
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It is an oath well ſpent, a perjury 
Of good account in vengeance and in love. [A4jae. 
Mem, We wrong the mighty dead, if we permit 
Our eyes alone to count this grand aſſembly : 
A thouſand unſeen heroes walk among ns; 
- My father riſes from his tomb, his wennds 
Bleed all afreſh, and conſecrate the day; ; 
He waves his arm, and chides our tardy vengeance ; 
More than this world ſhall thank us. O my friends! 
duch our condition, we have nought to loſe, 
And great may be our gain, it this be great, 
To cruſh a tyrant, and preſerve a ſtate; _ 
To {till the clamours of our father's blood, 
To fix the baſis of the public good, 
Jo leave a fame eternal, then to foar, 
Mix with the gods, and bid the world adore, 


ACTH-$CENE E. 
8 755 E N E, The palace. | 


A magnificent throne diſcover'd, and ſeveral courtiers 
|  evalking to and fro. 


Huter Syphoces aud Rameſes. S/:uts at a diſtance. 


Ram. XAT HAT means this duſt and tumult in the 
court, C 

Theſe ſtreamers fooling in the wind, theſe ſhouts, 

The tyrant blazing in full inſolence, Eo nt 
And all his gaudy courtiers baſking round him 
Like pois'nous vermin in a dog-day fun? _ 
Sys. Your father and prince Myron are arriv'd, 
And with one peal of j y the nation rings. 


A 


Ram. Long has my father ſerv'd this tyrant king, y 


With zeal well worthy of a better cauſe; 
Tho' with his helm he hides a hoary brow, 
Long vers'd in death, the father of the field; 
At the ſhrill trumpet he throws off the weight 
Of fourſcore years, and ſprings upon the foe. 
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: 'The tranſport, danger gives him, conquers nature, 
And a ſhort youth boils up within his veins. _ | 
$yph, Behold this way they paſs to meet the king. 


Myron and Nicanor 2 the age with attendants, 


Ram. What pity 'tis that one, ſo loſt in guilt, 
Should thus engage the ſight with manly charms, 


And make vice lovely? Lale on Myron. 


 $yþh. Pardon me, Rameſes : 
Tho to my foe, I mult be ever juſt. 
He's gen'rous, grateful; affable, and brave: 
But then he knows no limit to his paſſion; ; 
The tempeſt-beaten bark is not ſo toſs'd 
As is his reaſon, when thoſe winds ariſe: 
And tho“ he draws a fatal ſword in battle, 


And kindles in the warm purſuit of fame, 


Pleaſure ſubdues him quite, the ſparkling eye 

And gen'rous bowl bear down his graver mind, 
While fiery ſpirits dance along his veins, 
And keep a conſtant revel in his heart. 


Kant. But here the tyrant comes! ---with what exceſs 


of idle pride will he receive his fon ? 
How with big words will he ſwell out his conqueſt, 
And into grandeur puff his little tales? 


Enter King, and aſcends the throne; on the other fe ge, 


Enter Myron and Nicanor. 


King. Welcome my ſon, great partner of my fame, 
I thank thee for th' increaſe of my dominions, 
| That now more mountains riſe, more rivers flow, 
And more ſtars ſhine in my ſtill growing empire. 
The ſun himſelf ſurveys it not at once, 
But travels for the view, whilſt far disjoin'd 
My ſubjects live unheard of by each other; 
Theſe wrapp'd in ſhades, while thoſe enjoy the light; 
Their day is various, but their king the fame. 
Mr. Here, Sir, your thanks are duc; t to this old 
arm, 


Whoſe nerves not threcſcore winter camps unbend, 
| | | Yon 


<6 Add ec. eZ 


— „ 


k IMG OF EGYPT. 21 


You owe e your „abty, and 1 my life. 

When my fierce courſer, with a javelin ſtung, 

Firſt rear'd in air, then tearing with a bound 

Ihe trembling earth, plung'd deep amidſt the foe; 
And nowa thouſand deaths from ev'ry {ide 

Had but one mark, and on my buckler rung; 

Through the throng d legions like a tempeſt ruſh'd 

This friend, o'er gaſping heroes, rolling ſteeds, 

And ſnatch'd me from my fate. 

_  Buf. I thank thee, general, 

Thou haſt a heart that ſwells with loyalty, : 

And throws off the infection of theſe t times; 

But thy degenerate boy 

Me. No more my ſon, | 

I cut him off, my guilt, my puniſhment. 0: 

Look not, dread fir, on me through his offence ; 

O let not that diſcolour all my ſervice, 

And ruin thoſe who blame him for his crime ! 

Bu, Old man, I will not wear the crown in vain ; 
Subjects ſhall work my will, or feel my pow'r, 
Their diſobedience ſhall not be my guilt; 

Who is their welfare, glory, and defence? 

The land that yields them food, and ev'ry ſtream _ 

That flakes their thirſt, the air they breathe is mine, 

And is concurrence to their own enjoyment, 

By due ſubmiſſion, a too great return ? 

Death and deſtruction are within my call! 

But thou ſhalt flouriſh in thy maſter's ſmile, 

A faithful miniſter adorns my crown, 

And throws a brighter glory round my brow. 
Nic. Take but one more, one ſmall one to your fa 

vour, 

And then my ſoul's at peace — 1 have a daughter, 

An only daughter, now an only child, 

Since her loſt brother's folly ; ſhe deſerves 

The moſt a father can for ſo much goodneſs : 

Her mother's dead, and we are left alone, 

We two are the whole houſe, nor are we two, 5 

in ber J ve, the . of my age * 
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And if the King extend his grace ſo far, 

And take that tender bloſſom into ſhelter, 

Then have all my-monarch can beſtow, 

Or heav'n itſelf, but this, that I may wear 

My life's poor remnant out in your command, 

Stretch forth my being to the laſt in duty, 

And, when the fates ſhall ſummon, die for you. 
Buſ Nicanor, know, thy daughter is our care, 
Myr. O, fir, de greatly kind, exert your pow'r, 

And with the monarch furniſh out the friend 

Art thou not he, that gallant-minded chiet, [To Nic. 

W bo wou'd not ſtoop to give me leſs than life ? 135 

And ſhall I prove ungrateful? ſhocking thought! 

Je that's ungrateful has no guilt but one, | 

All other crimes may paſs for virtues in him. 

Nc. What Joy my daughter” s promis d welfare gives 

5 ee, Ep © 

My lips I need not open to diſcover — 

Thus humbly let me thank ke 
Buf. Dry thy tears, 

And follow us; thy daughter's near our r queen, | 

And longs, no doubt, to ſee thee; bleſs the maid, 

And then attend us on affairs of ſtate. 

I hear there's treaſon near us; though the ſlaves 

Fall of from their obedience, and deny 

That I'm their monarch, I'm Bujiris (till, 

Collected in myfelf I'll ſtand Kone, 

And hurl my thunder, tho' I ſhake my throne: 

Like death, a ſolitary king I'll reign +» 

O'r ſilent ſubjects, and a deſart Pain: 

re brook their pride, I'll ſpread a gen'ral doom, 

And ev'ry ſtep ſhall be from tomb to tomb. {[Fx#, 

[uyr. and Aul. who tall*d afide, advance, 

Myr. Her abſent beauties glow'd upon my mind, 

And ſparkled in each thought. She never Jeft me — 

Wou'dſt thou believe it? in the field of battle, 

In the mid terror, and the flame of fight, 

Nanda ne thou haſt ſtoln away my ſoul, 

And left my tame in a danger.——My raig'd arm 


Fa 
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Has hung in air, forgetful to deſcend, 
And for a moment ſpar'd the proſtrate oe 

O that her birth roſe equal to my o.! 
Then I might wed with honour, and enjoy 
A lawful bliſs — and why not now? methinks 
Abſence has plac'd her in a fairer light, 
Fnrich'd the maid, and S's _ charm, 
Hul. She comes. 
Myr. That modeſt grace ſubdu'd my ſoul, 
> hat chaſtity of look, which ſeems to hang 

A vail of pureſt light o'er all her beauties, 
And by EIT molt inflames deſire, 


Enter Mandane, 


What tender fone! what dignity divine! 
What virtue confecrating ev'ry feature! 
Around that neck what droſs are gold and por 
Mundane! powerful being, whoſe firſt * 5 
Gives me a tranſport not to be expreſs'd; 
And with one moment over-pays a year 
Of danger, toil, and death, and abſence from thee, = 
Mand. My lord, I ſought my lather. : 1 14 
Myr. Leave me not, . 1 
I've much to ſay, much more than you conceive ; * 9 
Yes, by the gods, much more than I can utter. | 11 
My breath is ſnatch'd, I tremble, I expire. [Afede. 1 
Nay, here I'll offer render violence —— = 
| [Takes her hand, 
May I not breathe my ſoul upon this hand? 
When your eyes triumph, and inſult my pain, 
Permit me here to take a ſmall revenge. 
Mand. My lord, I am not conſcious of my fault, 
Myr. 'Tis falſe —1 know the language of thoſe 
eyes, 
They uſe me ll—fee my heart beat, Mandane ; „ 
Believe not me, but tell yourſelf my paſlion—— 
Is it in art to counterfeit within? 
To drive the ſpirits and inflame the blood? 
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:"M ach i nerve is pierc 'd with light'ning from your eye, 
And every pulſe is in the throbs of love. 
Mand. My lord, my duty calls, I muſt not ſtay. 
Myr. Give me a moment: I have that to ſpeak 
V ill burſt me if ſuppreſt 0 heavenly maid! 
I hy ch arms are doubled, fo is thy diſdain —— 
Who is it? tell me who enjoys thy ſmile : 
There is a happy man, I ſwear there is; 
I know it by your coldneſs to your friend —— 
That thought has fix'd a ſcorpion on my heart; 
That ſtings to death——and is it poſſible | 
Vou ever ſpoke of Myron in his abſence, 
Or caſt at leiſure a light thought that way? 
Maud. 1 thought of you, my lord, and of my Biker, 
And pray'd for your ſucceſs; nor muſt I now 
Neglect to give him joy. | 
Myr, Yet ſtay, you ſhall not 1 woman! 
I wou'd not wrong your father; but by heavn 
His love is hatred if compar'd with mine. 
underſtand whence this unkindneſs flows; 
Y our heart reſents ſome licenſe of my youth, 
when love had touch d my brain, You may forgive 
00 | 5 
Becauſe I never ſhall forgive myſelf; 
But that you live, I'd ruth upon my ſword. 
If yon forgive me, I ſhall now approach, 
Not as a lover only, but a wretch 
Kedeem'd from baſeneſs to the ways of honour, 
And to my paſſion join my gratitude: 
Each time I kneel before you, I ſhall riſe 
As well a better as a happier man, 
Indebted to your virtue and your love. 
Maud. I muſt not hear you. 
Mr. O torment me not | Ws 
Hear me you mult, and more---Your father s valour, 
T1 the late battle, reſcu'd me from death: | 
And how ſhall I be grateful ! thou'rt a princeſs. 
"Think not, Mandane, this a ſudden ſtart, IE. 
A'Hab of love, that kindles and cxpires ; 


Long 
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Long have I weigh'd it, ſince I parted hence, 
Vo night has paſs' d, but this has broke my reſt, 
And mix'd with ev'ry dream, My fair, I wed thee | 


In the matvreſt counſel of my ſoul. 
Mand. O gods! 1 tremble at the ring ſtorm ; 


Where can this end? | LH. 


Myr. And do you then deſpiſe me? 
Mand. My lord, I want the courage to accept 
What far tranſcends my merit, and for ever 
Muſt ſilently upbraid my little worth. 
Myr. Have I forſook myſelf, forgone my temper 
_ Headlong to all the gay delights of youth; .-:- --: 
And fall'n in love with virtue moſt ſevere? 
Lurn'd ſuperſtitions to make thee my friend ? 
Gods! have I ſtruggl'd thro' the pow 'rfu reaſons _ 
That ſtrongly combated my fond reſolves ? 
Was wealth o' erlook'd, and glory of no weight, 
My parent's crown forgot, and my own conquelts, 
And all to be refus'd? to ſooth your POS 
And make my rival ſport? 
Mand. With patience hear me 
Nor let my truſt in Myron prove my ruin. 
Myr. Diſtraction! art thou marry'd? 
 Mand. Oh! 
Mr. My heart foretold it.---Ah my foul ! ! Auletes, 


LX nels. 


Aul. Madam, „ tis prudent 1 in you to withdraw. | 
5 Exit. Mand. 

Mhr. I PR not live.---I cannot bear the light! 

Where is Mandane? but I wou'd not know. 

She is not mine. Vet tho' not mine in love, 

Revenge, my juſt revenge may overtake her, 

O how I hate her! let me know her faults: 


Did the proud maid inſult me in diſtreſs ? 


And ſmile to ſee me gaſping ? Speak, Auletes, 
Did ſhe not ſigh? ſure ſhe might pity me, 
Though all her love is now another's right. 
Hul. She ligh'd and wept; but I - remov'd her from 


vou. 
R - iS Mor, 
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WE 7 Tt was well done. Yet I could gaze for ever, 

And did the ſigh? and did ſhe drop a tear? 

"Ihe tears ſhe thed for me are ſurely mine; 

And ſhall another dry them on thoſe cheeks, 

And make them an excuſe for greater fondneſs ? 

Shall I aſſiſt the villain in his joys? 

No, I will tear her from him. 

1d grudge her beauties to the gods that gave them. 
Aul. My lord, have temper, 
Myr. And another's paſſhon 

Warm on that lip! another's burning arms 

*1train'd round the lovely waſte for which I die, 

And ſhe conſenting, wooing, growing to him! 
What golden ſcenes, when abſent, did I feign ? 

What lovely pictures did I draw in air? 

What luxury of thought! and ſee my fate! 

Shall then my ſlave enjoy her? and I languiſh 

Ib my triumphal car, my foot on purple, 

And o'er my head a canopy of gold, 

Fate in my nod, and monarchs in my train! 

\Wlat if I ſtab him? No. She will not wed 

His murderer,---I never form'd a wiſh, 

But full fruition taught me to forget it. 

And am I leſſen'd by my late ſucceſs ? 

And have I loſt my conqueſt? F ly, duleter, 

And tell her 
Aul. What, my lord? 
Hr. No, bid her —— | 
Aul, Speak. © 

Mr. 1 know not what---My Wan is torn aſunder. 
Aul. Retire, my lord, and recompoſe yourſelf, 

The queen approaches,---Ha! her boſom ſwells, 

[Exit Myron. 


Her pale lip trembles, a diſorder'd haſte 
Is in her ſteps; her eyes ſhoot gloomy fires, ---- | 
When Myris is in anger, * ny 


Buse calls her friends. 


> fan | Enter 


x IN 0 0 F- EGYPT. 
E nter Queen, | 


"Open, Auletes, where's the king ? ? 
-/ul. At council, madam, 
Ovcen: Let him know I want 1 N TE, xit aul. 
Baſe! to forget to whom he owes a crown! + 
Fool! to provoke het rage whoſe hand is red 
In ber own brother's blood ! 


E nter King and Pheron. 


King, Horrid conſpiracy ! | 
Per. This night was deſtin'd for the bloody deed, 
King. Miſtaken villains ! if they wiſh my death, 
They ſhould in prudence lay their weapons by. 
So jealous are the gods of Eghypt's glory, 
J cannot die whilſt ſlaves are arm'd againſt me. 
Haſte, Pheron, to the dungeon, plunge them down 
Far from the hopes of day, there let them lye; 
| Baniſh'd this world, while yet alive, and groan 
In darkneſs and in horror. — Let double chains 
Conſume the fleſh of Memnon's loaded limbs, 
Till death ſhall knock them off, —A king's thy friend; 
Nay moms Buſiris.— Go, let that ſuffice 


Exit Pheron, | 
Queen. My lord, your thought 8 engag's, | 
King. Affairs of ſtate _ 
' Detain'd me from my queen. 
| Queen. The world may wait: 
I've a requeſt, my lord. 
King. Oblige me with it. 
Queen. Will you comply? 
King. My queen, my pow'r is yours, 
Olen. Your queen? 
King. My queen. 
Deen. Indeed, it ſhould be ſo. 
b Then ſign theſe orders for Amelia's death. — 
He ſtares, turns pale, he's ſinking into earth. 
Enough; begone, and fling thee at her feet; 
Doat on my ſlave, and fue to her for mercy. 
Ka: 
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Co, pour forth all the folly of thy ſoul; 

But bear in mind, thou giv'ſt not of thy own. 

Thou giv'ſt that Lindnels which 1 bought with blood, 

Nor ſhall 1 loſe unmov'd. 

King. I wiſh, my queen, 

This ſtill had flept a ſecret for thy ſake; 

hut ſince thy reſtleſs Jealouſy of ſoul 

las been ſo ſtudious of its own diſquict; 

Support it as you may.- -I own I've felt 

.1melia's charms, and think them worth my love. 
Qiecu. And dar'ſt thou bravely own it too? O inſult! 


Forgetſul man! 'tis I then owe a crown! 
5 


Thou hadſt ſtill grovel'd in the lower world, 

And view'd a throne at diſtance, had not! 
Told thee thou waſt a man, and (dreadful thought 5 
Thro' my own brother, cut thy way to empire: 

But thou might'ſt well forget a crown beſtow'd, 

That gift was ſmall. I liſten'd to thy lighs, 

And rais'd thee to my bed. bs 

King. I thank you for it. 

The gifts you made me were not caſt away; 

1 underſtand their worth; huſband and king 

Are names of no mean import, they riſe high 

Into dominion, and are big with pow'r. 

Whate'er I. was, I now am king of Egypt, 

And Myrir lord. 

Queen. I dream, art thou Bufiris FI 

Pujiris, that has trembled at my feet, 

And art thou now my Fove with clouded brow, 
Diſpenſing fate, and looking down on Myris ? 

Doſt thou derive thy ſpirit from thy crimes? | | 

*Cauſe thou haſt, wrong'd me, therefore doſt thou threaten, 

And roll thine eye in anger? rather bend, Ts 
And ſue for pardon. ----O deteltable ! 

Burn for a ſtranger's bed ! 


King. And what was mine, 
When Myris firſt vouchſaf'd to ſmile on me? 1 
. Diſtraction! death! upbraided for my love !-- 
Thou 


KING OF Rover. 


Thou art not only criminal but baſe. 
Mine was a godlike guilt, ambition in it, 
Its foot in hell, its head above the clouds; © 
For know I hated when I moſt care sd: 
*T was not Buffris, but the crown that charm'd me, 
And ſent its ſparkling glories to my heart; 
But thou canſt ſoil thy diadem with ſlaves. 

King. Syphoces is a king — | 

Queen. Ha! | 

King. Let fair Amelia know the king attends her, 


T Ex 


Qicen. Go, tyrant, go, and wiſely by thy name = 

N thy way to ruin. I'Il o'ertake thee, | 
Living or dead; if dead, my gholt ſhall riſe, 
Shriek in thy ears, and ſtalk before thy eyes: 

In death T']] triumph o'er my rival's charms, 
And chill thy blood, when claſp'd within her arms; 
Alone to ſuffer is beneath the great, 
Tyrant, thy torments ſhall ſupport my ſtate, 

Exeunt. 


1 SCENE I. 
S C E N E, The general s houſe. 


Enter the King. 


King. 1 E. RE. dwells my ſtubborn fair, 1 I'll ſoothe 
her pride, 

And lay an humbled monarch at her feet. 

But let her well conſider if ſhe's flow 

To welcome bliſs, and dead to glory's charms, 
Then my reſentment riſes in proportion 

To this high grace extended to my ſlave, 

And turns the force of her own charms againſt her: 
Monarchs may court, but cannot be deay'd. 


Enter the Queen, veiled. 


Hmelia, dry thy tears, and lay aſide 
oo | Thai 
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That melancholy veil. Ha, Myris * 
Queen. Myris, _ 
A name that ſhould like thunder ſtrike thine ear, 
And make thee tremble in this guilty place: 
But wherefore doſt thou think I meet thee here! . 
Not with mean ſighs and deprecating tears 
To humble me. before thee, and increaſe 
Ihe number of thy ſlaves, in hope to break 
Thy reſolution, and avert thy crime; 
But to denounce, if thou ſhalt dare perſiſt, 
'The vengeance due to injur'd heav'n and me: 
And by this warning double thy offence : 
Think, think of vengeance, tis the only joy 
Which thou haſt left me; I'm no more thy wife, 
Nor queen; but know I am a woman Ill, 


E nter Auletes. 


Aut Mey all the gods watch 0 er your! life and e em- 
, 
And 6 vain! 10 ſierce the ſtorm, 
Old Memphis from her deep foundations ſhakes, 
And ſvch unheard of prodigies hang o'er us, 
As make the boldeſt tremble :; ſee the moon 
Kobb'd of her light, diſcolour'd, without form 
Appears a bloody ſign, hung out by 7-ve, 
To ſpeak peace broken with the ſons of men: 
The Nile, as frighted, ſhrinks within its a ; 
And as this hour I paſs d great %, temple, 
A ſudden flood of Ight'ning ruſh'd upon it, 
And laid the ſhrine in aſhes, _ 
Kine. O mighty Les! : 
Why all theſe ſigns in nature? why this tumult 
To tell me J am guilty? if my crown 
The fates demand, why let them take it back. 
My crown indeed I may reſign; but Oh! 
Who can awake the dead? 
»Tis hence theſe ſpectres ſhock my midnight thoughts, 
And nature's Jaws are broke to diſcompoſe me; 3 
Tis 1 that whirl theſe hurricanes in air, 


And 
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And ſhake the earth's foundation's with my guilt. 
O Myris, give me back my innocence! 
* I bought it with an empire. 
ing. Cheaply fold! _ 
Why didſt thou urge my lifted arm to ſtrike 
The pious king, when my own heart recoil'd ? 
Queen. Why did you yield when urg'd, and by 2 
woman, , 
You that are vain of your ſuperior reaſon, 
And ſwell with the prerogative of man? 
If you ſucceed, our counſel is of nought, 
You own it, not accepted, tho' enjoy'd ; 
But ſteal the glory, and deny the favour ; F- 
Vet if a fatal conſequence attend, 
Then we're the authors, then your treach'rous praiſe 
Allows us ſenſe enough to be condemn'd. 
Kling. *Tis prudent to diſſemble with her fury, 55 
And wait a ſofter ſeaſon for my love. L. We 
Bid Jie prieſts attend their king's devotions, 
PII ſoothe with ſacrifice the angry pow'rs ; 
swift to my dungeons, bid their darkſome wombs 
Give up the numerous captives of my wars, 
Ten thouſand lives to heav'n devoutly pour, 
Nor let the ſacred knife grow cool from blood, 
Till ſeven-fold Nile, infected with the ſtain, 


In all his ſtreams flows purple to the main. Exit. 


Queen. Thin artiſice! I know the ſacrifice 
You mult intend. —But I will daſh your joys; _ 
Thou, victim, and thy goddeſs both {hall feel me. 

Aul. Madam, the prince. 

Queen. And is he {till afflicted? 

Aul. It grieves your faithful ſervant to relates It; 
He ſtruggles manfully; but all in vain; ”, 
Sometimes he calls his muſic to his aid, 

He ſtrives with martial ſtrains. to fire his b! ood, 

And rouze his ſoul to battle. 
Then he relapſes into love again, 

Feeds the diſcaſe, and doats upon his ruin. 


Queen. 
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Queen. Why ſeeks he here the cauſe of all his ſor- F 


3 
Aul. He ſeeks not here Mandane, but her father; 
For friendſhip! is the balm of all our cares, 
Mielts in the wound, and ſoftens ev'ry fate. | 
[Martial 2 F 2 


Enter Myron at a diſtance, 


 ®yeen, Heav'ns! what a glory blazes from his eye! 
What force! what majeſty in ev'ry motion, 
As at each ſtep he trod upon a foe! 
Myr. O that this ardor wou'd for ever laſt! 

It ſhall; nor will I curſe my being more; 

| Chain'd kings, and conquer'd kingdoms are before me; 
Vl bend the bow, and launch the whiſtling fpear, 
Bound o'er the mountains, plunge into the ſtream, 
here thickeſt faulchions gleam, and helmets blaze, 
Ruſh i in and find amuſement from my pain, 
11 number my own heart among my toes, 

And conquer it, or die. | | Exit. 
Den. The thoughts of war 
Will ſoon diſlodge the fair one from his breaſt — 

But this has broken in on my intent | 
J wou'd remind thee of my late commands. 
Aul. Madam, tis needleſs to remind your flave— 
At dead of night I ſet the pris 'ners free. 

Queen. Yes, ſet the pris'ners free—'tis great revenge, 
Such as my ſoul pants after---It becomes me. 
O it will gall the tyrant, ſtab him home, 
And if one ſpark of gratitude ſurvives, 
Soften Syphzces to my fond deſire. 
The tyrant's torment is my only joy; 
Ye gods! or let me perith, or deſtroy, 
Or rather both for what has life to boaſt. 
When vice is taſteleſs prown, and virtue loſt ? 
Glory and wealth I call npon in vain, | 
Nor wealth, nor glory can appeale my pain; 


” 


12 


Is when the fair one, whom our ſoul is fond of, 


KING OF EGYPT. 
My every joy upbraids me with my guilt, 
And trivemplis tell me  Tacred blood! is ſpilt, 
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[E xit Queen. 
E nter Myron. 


Mr. The ſnining images of war are fled, 
The fainting trumpets languiſh in mine ear, 
The banners furl'd, and all the fprightly blaze 
Of burniſh'd armour, like the ſetting ſun, _ 
Inſenſibly is vaniſh'd from-my thought : 

No battle, ſiege, or ſtorm ſuſtain my ſoul 
In wonted grandenr, and fill out my breaſt 
But ſoftneſs ſteals upon me, melting down 
My rugged heart in languiſhments and ſighs, 
And pours. it ont at my Mandan?'s feet —— 
I ſee her e'en this moment ſtand before me, 
Too fair for fight, and fatal to behold. 

J have her here, I claſp her in my arms; 

Ard in the madneſs of exceſſive love 

Sigh out my heart, and bleed with tenderneſs, 

Aul. My lord, too much you cheriſh this deluſion ; - 
She is another's. | 
Mr. Do not tell me 7 
Say rather ſhe is dead: each heav'nly charm 
Turn'd into horror! O the pain of pains 


Gives tranſport, and receives it from another! 
How does my ſou] burn up with ſtrong deſire, 11 
Now ſhrink into itſelf ! now blaze again! | 5 

I'Il tear and rend the ſtrings that tye me to her: | 1 
5 If I ſtay longer here, I am undone, = | | 


As he is going, enter Nicanor. 1 


Nic. My 3 (and ſince ſuch honours you vouch- : 
| ate): | 
My friend, I have preſum'd upon your favour ; : 
This is my daughter's birth-day, and this night 
TI dedicate to joys which ever languiſh, 
1 #269 refuſe to crown them with your preſence, 
Myr. 
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Myr. Nicanor, I was warm on other thoughts 
Mic. I am ſtill near you in the day of danger, 
In toilſome marches and the bloody field, 
When nations againſt nations claſh in arms, 
And half a people in one groan expire; 

Why am I, with your helmet, thrown aſide, 

Caſt off, and uſeleſs in the hour of peace? 

Myr. Since then you preſs it, I muſt be your gueſt--- 

Methinks I labour as I onward move, 

As under check of ſome controuling pow'r. [A4/ide, 
What can this mean ? wine may relieve my thoughts, 
And mirth and converſe lift my ſoul again. [Exeunt, 


The back ſcene draws, and ſhews a banquet. | 
Enter Mandane, richly dreſ”d, 


Aland. It was this day that gave me life, this day 
Shou'd give much more, ſhou 4 give me Menon too: 
Eut I am rival'd by his chains, they claſp 

The hero round, (a cold, unkind x. agg + 

And but an earneſt of far worſe to come. 

While he, my foul, in dungeon darkneſs clos' d, 
Breathes damp unwholſome teams, and lives on poiſon, 
I am compell'd to ſuffer ornaments, 
To wear the rainbow, and to blaze in gems; 

To put on all the ſhining guilt of dreſs, 

When 'tis almoſt a crime that I till live: 

Theſe eyes, which can't diſſemble, pouring forth | 
The dreadful truth, are honeſt to my heart. 

Theſe robes, O Menmmnonl are Mandane's chains, 

And load, and gall, and wring her bleeding heart, 

[Exit Mandane, 


Enter Myron, Nicanor, Auletes, G. They take 
their places. 


Mic. Sound louder, ſound, and waft my wiſh to heav'n. 
Hear me, ye righteous gods, and grant my prayr, 
For ever ſhine propitious on my daughter, 

Protect her, proſper her, and, when Im dead, 

Still bleſs me in Mandane's happineſs. | 


[The bowl b round. Mu, 778 
Halle, 
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Haſte, call my daughter; none can taſte of joy 
Till ſhe, the miſtreſs of the feaſt, is with us. 


A ſervant brings Nicanor a letter, he reads it, 


The king's commands at any hour are welcome, 
Mir. Not leave us, general? | | 
Nic. Ha! the king here writes me, 

The diſcontented populace, that held 

O'er midnight bowls their deſperate cabals, 

Are now in bold defiance to his power, 

Amid the terrors of this ſtormy night, 

 Ev'n now they deluge all yon weſtern vale, 

And form a war impatient for the day. 

The ſpreading poiſon too has caught his troops, 

And the revolting ſoldiers ſtand in arms 

| Mix'd with ſeditious citizens. | 

Myr; Your call is great. 


Enter Mandane, Myron /tarts from his ſeat in di 75 
order. 


Mond. 0 ee how ſhall I become a banquer 
Buppreſs my ſorrow, and comply with joy? 
Severeſt fate! am I deny'd to prjeve ? Aide. 
Nic. Be comforted, my child, T'll ſoon return. 
Why doſt thou make me bluſh? I feel wy 5 tears 
Run trickling down my cheek. 
Mr. I muſt away: 
Her ſmiles were dreadful, but her tears are death. 
I can no more: I fink beneath her charms, 
And feel a deadly ſickneſs at my heart. 
[LA. de to Auletes. 
Nic. Your check | is pale, I dare not kt you part, 
Lou are not well. 
Mir. A (mall indiſpoſition, 
J ſoon ſhall throw it from me, —Farewel, general; - 
Conqueſt attend your arms. ; 14 
Nic. You ſhall not leave 5 1 
Your ſervant's roof, 'tis an unwholſome ar, Vl | 
Aad wy apartment wants a | guelt, 


Myr, 
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Myr. Nicanor, 

If health returns I ſhall not preſs my BY 

And hear of diſtant conqueſts ; but o'ertake "thee ; 

And add new terror to the front of war. 

Nic. Mean time you are a guardian to my child, 

Let her not mils a father in my abſence; 

She's all my ſoul holds dear. T 
Both. Farewel, farewell. Embrace. 
Nicanor wa#ts on Myron off the ſtage, and returns, 
Nic. My child, I feel a tenderneſs at heart 

I never felt before; come near, Mandane, 

Let me gaze on thee and indulge the father. 

Thy dying mother with her clay-cold hand 

Preſs'd mine, then turning on thee her faint eye, 

Let fall a tear of fondneſs, and expir'd. 

I cannot love thee well enough, her grace 

| Softens thy cheek, and lives within thine eye. 

Let me embrace you both. My heart o'erflows, —— 

If I ſhould fall. —Thy mother's monument — 

But I ſhall Kill thy tenderneſs. —No more. 

Ney, do not weep, I ſhall return again, 

And with my deareſt child fit down in peace, 

And long enjoy her goodneſs, 

Mand. If the gods 

Regard your danghter's fervent vows, vou will. 
Nic. Farewel, my only care, my ſoul is with thee, 
Regard yourſelf, and you remember me. [ Exit, 


Enter Myron and Auletes. 


hr. No place can give me eaſe, my reſtleſs thought, 
Like working billows in a troubled ſea, 
Toſſes me to and fro, nor know I whither. _ 
What am I, who, or where? ha! where indeed! 
But let me pauſe, and alk myſelf 11755 
If I am well awake. —Impetuous bliſs ! 
My heart leaps up, my mounting ſpirits blaze; 
My ſoul is in a tempeſt of delight! 


Aut, 
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Aul. My lord, you tremble, and Fu eyes betray 
Strange tumults in your breaſt, 
/Myr, What hour of night? 
ul. My lord, the night's far ſpent. 
Myr. The gates are barr'd, . | 
And "al the houſhold is compos'd to reſt? 
ul, all: and the great Nicanor's own apartment, 
Proud to receive a royal gueſt, expects you. 
Myr. Perdition on thy ſoul for naming him. 
| Nicanor , O1 never ſhall ſleep more! 
Defend me! whither wander'd my bold thoughts ! 
Broke looſe from reaſon, how did they run mad ! 
And now they are come home all arm'd with ſtings, 
And pierce my bleeding heart. 
I beg the gods to diſappoint my crime, 
Yet almoſt wiſh them deaf to my deſire; 
I long, repent; repent, and long again, 
And every moment differs from the laſt. 
J muſt no longer parley with deſtruction. 
Auletes, ſeize me, force me to my chamber, 
There chain me down, and guard me from myſelf; 
Hell riſes 1 in each thought, tis time to fly, LE xc. 


| Enter Mandane and Rameſes. 


Ram. 1 hope your fears have giv'n a falſe alarm. 
Mand. You've heard my frequent viſions of the 
. night, 1 
You know my father's abſence, Myron's paſſion; * 1 
Juſt now I met him, at my ſight he ſtarted, 14 
Then with ſuch ardent eyes he wander'd o'er me, 
And gaz'd with ſuch malignity of love, 
Sending his ſoul out to me in a look _ 
So fiercely kind, I trembled, and retired. 
Ram. No more; my friends, (which, as I have in- 
form'd you, | | 
The queen, to gall the tyrant, has ſet free) 
Are lodg'd within your call; th' appointed ſignal, 
If danger threatens, brings them to your reſcue. 
Maud. Where are they? 


Ram. 
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Kam. Tn. the hall beneath your chamber: 
Memngn alone is wanting; he's providing 
For your eſcape before the morning dawn: 
Ie reſt in vizors, feuring to be known, 
Have ventur d through the ſtreets for your protection. 
_ Mand, à uſpicious turn! then T again am happy. 
Ham Auſpicious turn indeed! and what completes 
The happineſs, the baſe man that betray'd us 
This arm laid low: I watch'd him from the king, 
T took him warm, while he with lifted brow | 
Confeſs'd high thought, and triumph'd in his mein, 
I thank'd him with my dagger in his heart. 
Tis late, refreſh yourſelf with ſleep, Mandane. © 
„„ e Exit Mandane, 
30, tis reſolv'd, if Myron dares attempt ET 
So black a crime, it juſtihes the blow; _ 
He dies, and my poor brother's ghoſt ſhall ſmile. - 
This way he bends his ſteps, J hate his ſight, 
And ſhall till death has made it lovely ro me, [Ext, 
| Euter Myron and Auletes. 
Mr. O how this paſſion, like a whirlpool, drives me, 
With giddy, rapid motion round and round, 
I know not where, and draws in all my ſoul! 
I reaſon much; but reaſon about her; 
And where ſhe is, all reaſon dies before her; 
And arguments but tell me I am conquer d. 
So black the night, as if no ſtar e'er ſhone 
In all the wide expanſe, the light'ning's flaſh 
But ſhews the darkneſs, and the burſting clouds 
With peals of thunder ſeem to rock the land: 
Not beaſts of prey dare now from ſhelter roam, 
But howl in dens, and make the foreſt groan, 
What then am I? a monſter yet more fell, 
Than haunts the wilds? —1 am, and threaten more: 
My breaſt is darker than this dreadful night, 
And feels a fiercer tempeſt rage within, — 
I muſt—I will—This leads me to her chamber 
Did not the raven croak ? e hs ene, 
2 4% 
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Sul. I hear her not. 
Myr. By heav'n, methinks earth trembles under 


me. 8 
Awake, ye furies, you are e wanting to me, 

O finiſh me in ill, O take me whole; 

Or gods confirm me good, without allay, 

Nor leave me thus at variance with myſelf; 

Let me not thus be daſh'd from fide to fide —— 
The old man wept at parting, kneel'd before me, 
Confided in me, gave her to my care, 

Nor long ſince ſav'd my life and doubt 1 ill? 
I'm guilty of the fact, here let me lye, 

And rather groan for ever in the duſt, 

And float the marble pavement with my tears, 


Than riſe i into a moniter, —[ Flings himſelf down. 


 Mandane, paſſing at a diſtance, ſbeaks to a in 


 Mand. Well, obſerve me, 
Before the riſing ſun my lord arrives, 
To ſeal our vows the holy prieſt is with him; 


Watch to receive them at the weſtern gate, 


And ef . conduct them to my chamber. [Exit. 
Myr./tarting up.] O torment! racks ! and flames! 
then ſhe expects him! 
With open arms! am I caſt out for ever, 
For ever mult deſpair, unleſs 1 ſnatch 
The preſent moment! ſhe is all prepar'd, 
Her wiſhes waking, and her heart on fire! 


That pow'rful thought ſweeps heay'n and hell before it, 


And lays all open to the prince of Egypt ; 

Born to enjoy whatever he deſires, 

And fling fear, anguiſh, and remorſe behind him. 
I ſee her midnight dreſs, her flowing hair, 

Her ſlacken'd boſom, her relenting mein, 

All the forbidden forms of day flung off 

For yielding ſoftneſs 0 I'm all confuſion! 

I fhiver in each joint! ah! ſhe was made 

To juſtify the blackeſt crimes, and gild 

Ruin and death with her deſtructive charms. 2 
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| Aul. You'll force her then? 

Mr. Thou villain but to think it, 
No, I'll ſollicit her with all my pow'r, 
Conqueſt and crowns ſhall ſparkle in her fight. 
It ſhe conſent, thy prince is bleſs'd indeed, 
Takes wings, and tow'rs above mortality: 


If ſhe reſiſt, J put an end to pain, 
And lay my breathleſs body at her feet. 


Mandane paſing at a diſtance .t5 ber char ber, 
Myron meets ber. 


Mand. Is this well done, my lord ? 
Myr. Condemn me not 


Before you hear me; let this poſture tell you, 


I'm not ſo guilty as perhaps your fears, 
Your commendable, modeſt fears ſuſpect: 


| Nay, do not go, you know not what to do; 

I wou'd receive a favour, not conſtrain it; 

Return, or good NMicanor, beſt of fathers, 
Shall charge you with the murder of his friend. 


Maud. And dare you then pronounce that lacred 
name, 


And yet perſiſt! were you his mortal foe 
What cou'd your malice more? 


Myr. O fair Mandane! 
I know my fault, 1 know your virtue too, 
But ſuch the violence of my diſorder, 
That I dare tempt e'en you: methinks that guilt | 


Has ſomething lovely which proclaims your pow r — 
But touch me with your hand, I die with bliſs, 


Why ſwells your eye? by heav'n I'd rather ſee 
All nature mourn, than you let fall a tear. 
I own I'm mad, but I am mad of love: 


You can't condemn me more, than I myſelf, 


In that we are agreed, agree in all. 
Condemn, but pity me ; reſent, but yield; 


For Oh, I burn, I rave, I die with love! 


Mandl. O Sir! | 
ww Vote do not weep ſo, it wil kill me; 


This 
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This moment, while I ſpeak, my eyes are darken' d, 
I cannot ſee thee, and my trembling limbs 
Reſuſe to bear their weight; all left of life 
Is that I love. If love was in our pow'r, 
The fault were mine; ſince not, you mult comply. 
How godlike to beſtow more heav 'nly joys 
Than you can think, and I ſupport and live? 
Mand. O, how can you abuſe your facred reaſon, 

That particle of heav'n, that ſoul of 7-ve, 
To varniſh o'er and Paint ſo black a crime! 
O prince! — | 

Myr. What ſays Mandane ? 

and. Sir, obſerve me, - 

My burlting fighs and ever-ſtreaming tears, 

Your noble nature has with pity ſeen; | 
But wou'd they not work deeper in your ſoul, 
Were you convinc'd my ſorrows flow for you? 
For you, my lord, they flow, for 1 am fafe, 
(1 know you are ſurpriz'd) they flow for you; 
Myron, my father's friend, my prince, my gu 
Myron, my guardian god, attempts my peace, 
And need I further reaſon for theſe tears? 
Nature affords no object of concern 
So great, as to behold a gen'rous mind, 
Driv'n by a ſudden guſt, and daſh'd on 3 
'Tis baſe, you ought not; 'tis impracticable, 
You cannot---Make neceſſity your choice; 
Nor let one moment of deicated guilt, 
Of fruitleſs baſeneſs, overthrow the glory 
Your whole illuſtrions life has dearly bought 


LI toilſome marches, and in fields of blood. 


Enter Auletes and ſervants, 


Aul. My lord, your life's beſet; the room beneath 


| Ts throng'd with ruthans, who but wait the ſignal 

'To ruſh and ſheath their daggers in your heart. 
Myr. Betray'd! curs'd ſorcereſs, it was a plot 

Concerted by them all to take my 125 e 


And 
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And this the kit to tempt me to the foil. 
She dies. 
Hul. No, firlt enjoy, then 3 er 
Truſt to my conduct, and you ſtill are ſafe. 
They all are maſk'd, I have my vizor too. 
But time is ſhort; for once confide in me. 
You, lir, for ſafety, fly to your apartment: 
[To the prince, 
Yeu bear Mandane to her cloſet---You [To ſervants, 
Speed to the ſouthern gate, and burſt it open. 
LA the ſervants ſeize Mandane, fox give? the be fe gnal. 
She is borne of. 


E nler Rameſes and conſpirators marks. 


Ram. The villain fled? perdition intercept him! 
Dilperſe, fly ſeveral ways, let each man bear 
A ſteady point well levell'd at his heart; 
5 if he eſcapes us now, ſucceſs attend him, 
May he for ever triumph, 


A they paſs the ſtage in confu efron, Alves enters. 
muas, d among them. 


Aul. Ha! why halt you! 

Purſue, purſue, e'n now I ſaw the 3 
The villain Myron, with theſe eyes I ſaw him 
Bearing his prize ſwift to the wellern gate: 


There, there it burſt. | LA noiſe avith out, 8 
All. Away, purſue. 


. --Aul, Tis done, 77 Wi 
ee the maſſy bar, and all is ſafe; 
Stand here, and with your lives defend the pals, 


Enter Myron. 


Wor. 1 hall at leaſt have time for vengeance on her 
And then J care not if I die. Barbarians ! 


Their ſwords are pointed at my life! *tis well! 


But I will give them an excuſe for murder, | 
Such, ſuch a cauſe.---Off love, and ſoft campaſlion 3 > 
Harden each ſinew of my heart to ſteel. 


ty! 


CFC 
In do, what done will ſhock myſelf, and thoſe _ 
| Whom time ſets fartheſt from this dreadful hour. 


Enter Mandane, forc 'd in by Auletes. 


Mand, By all the pow'rs that can revenge a falſhood, 
I'm innocent from any thoughts of blood. 
er. Why then your champions here 1 in arms? 
Tis falſe, 

Mand. Ah let my life ſuffice you for the wrong 
You charge upon me! O my royal maſter! 
My ſafety from all ill! my great defender! 

Ur did my father but inſult my tears, 

And give me to your care to ſuffer wrong; _ 
Kill me, but not your friend, but not my father 3 : 
He loves us both, and my ſevere diſtreſs + 
ill ſearce more deeply wound him than your guilt. 


[Myron walks paſſi ronately at a diflances 


Ir. slaves are you {worn 3 me? ſtop her 
„Voice, | 
| And bear her to my chamber. 

Mand. O fr! O Myron! | 
Behold my tears---here I will fix for ever--- _ 
I'll claſp your feet---and grow into the earth- - 
O cut me, hew me---give to ev'ry limb. 

A ſeparate death---but fpare my ſpotleſs virtue, 
But ſpare my fame -- you wound to diſtant ages--- 
And thro' all tine my memory will bleed. 
Myr. Diſtraction ! ! all the pains of hell are on me! 


LA. ſervants force in Mandane, 


: Mund. O Nennen! © my lord !---my life ! where 
art thou? | [She is borne off, 


TMyron: expreſſes ſudden paſ zan and ſurprize, land: 
| 4 ils fixed in aſtoniſhment, then ſpeaks. 


Myr. As many accidents concur to work 
Ny paſſions up to this unheard-of crime, 
As if the gods deſign'd it--- be it then © 
Their fault, not mine---Memnon! ſaid ſhe not Menn ? 
My heart began to ſtagger, but tis over- 
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Heav'n blaſt me if 1 thonght it poſſible 


I could be ſtill more cyrſ{t---That hated dog 
Her lord, her life !---I thank her for my cure 
Of all remorſe and pity; this has left me 
Without a check, and thrown the looſen'd reins 
On my wild paſſ.on to run headlong on; 

And in her ruin quench a double fire, 


The blended rage of vengeance and of love. 


Deſtruction juli of tranſport ! lo, I come _ 

Swift on the wing, to meet my certain doom: 

I know the danger, and I know the ſhame; 
But like our phœnix, in ſo rich a flame 

I plunge triumphant my devoted head, 

And doat on a death in that luxurious bed. 


ACT TV. SCENE I; 


Enter Myron in the um Aiſerder, bar e- beade 1, withe 
dul light, &c. Walks diſturbediy before he ſprats, 


Myr. | Enceſorth let no man truſt the falſe ſtep 


Of guilt, it hangs upon a precipice, 


| Whoſe iteep deſcent in laſt perdition ends! 
How far am I plung 'd down beyond all thought 


Which I this evening fram'd !- -- but be it ſo, 

Conſummate horror! guilt beyond a name! 

Dare not, my ſoul, repent; in thee repentance 

Were ſecond quilt, and thou blaſphem'ſt juſt heav'n, 

By noping mercy, Ah! my pain will ceaſe | 
When gods want pow'r to puniſh.->-Ha ! the dawn---- 

Riſe never more, O ſun ! let night prevail, 


Eternal darkneſs cloſe the world's wide ſcene, 


And hide me from Nicanor and mylelf, 
Enter Auletes. 

Who's there? | 

Aul. My lord? 


Myr. Auletes? EE 
Aul, Cuard your life. 


The 
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The houſe is rouz'd, the ſervants all alarm'd, 
The gliding tapers dart from room to room; 
Solemn confuſion, and a trembling haſte, 


Mit with pale horror, glares on ev'ry face: 


The ſtrengthen'd foe has ruſh'd upon your guard, 

And cut their paſſage thro' them to the gate. 
Implacable Rameſes leads them on, 

Breathing revenge, and panting for your blood. 


hr. Why, let them come, let in the raging torrent. 


I wiſh the world wou'd riſe in arms againſt me 
For I mult die, and I wou'd die in ſtate. 


The diors are burſt open, ſervants paſs the ſtage in tu- 
mult, Rameſes, &c. purſue Myron's guards over the 


tage, then Rameſes and Syphoces enter meeting. 
Kam. Where's the prince? = 
© Syph, The monſter ſtands at bay; 
Me can no more than ſhut him from eſcap 
Till further force arrive. - 
Ram, O my Syphoces / 355 
Syph, This is a grief, but not for words, 
Does: ſhe Mil 8 5 
Ram. She lives !---but O how bleſs' d 
Are they which are no more! By ſtealth T ſaw her, 
Caſt on the ground in mourning weeds ſhe lyes, 


Her torn and looſen'd treſſes ſhade her round, 
Tbro' which her face, all pale as ſhe were dead, 


Gleams like a ſickly moon; too great her grief 

For words or tears! but ever and anon 

After a dreadful, ſtill, inſidious cam 
Collecting all her breath, long, long ſuppreſs'd, 

She ſobs her ſoul out in a lengthen'd groan, 

So fad, it breaks the heart of all that hear, 

And ſends her maids in agonies away. 

$yph. O tale too mournful to be thought on! 
Ram. Hold 8 e 


No, let her virgins weep, forbear Syþhoces; - 
Tear out an eye, but damp not our revenge. 


8 2 Difpatch 
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Diibateh your letters; I'll go comfort _ 15 
[A ſervant ſpears ꝗſide to Rameſes, Exit Syphoces. 


And has ſhe then commanded none approach her? 


I'm ſorry tor it, but I cannot blame her. 
Such is the dreadful ill, that it converts 


All offer'd cure into a new diſeaſe, 


It ſhuns our love, and comfort gives her pain. 
e enter syphoces. | 


8570 Your father is return'd; redundant Nile 


Broke from its channel, overſwells the paſs, 
And ſends him back to wait the waters fall. 


Ram. And 1s he then return d? 
. bim. 


1 tremble for 


= 1 his white head rolling i in the Joſt: . 
But baſte, it is our duty to receive him. LExit. 


Euter Myron. 
Ihr. 1 feel a pain of which I am not worthy, 


A pain, an anguiſh, which the honeſt man 
Alone deferves.-—Is it not wond'rous ſtrange 


That I, who ſtabb'd the very heart of nature, 
Should have ſurviving ought of man about me? 
And yet I know not how, of gratitude _ 

And friendſhip ſtill the ſtubborn ſparks ſurvive, 


And poor NMicanor's torments pierce my ſoul. 
Sauen ! he's return'd. | Caring. 


£ ner Nicanor. 


Nic. My prince— [Advancing fo embrac%, [ 
Mr. My friend 


[T, urning aſide, and hiding his face. 


Nic. I interrupt you. 
Mr. I had thee there. [ Smiting his breaft 
Before thou cam'ſt, my thoughts were bent pon thee. 
M. O ſir, you are too kind! 

Myr. Death! tortures ! hell ! LA lde. 


Mr. 


Mae. What ſays my prince? 
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= A ſudden pain, 5 - 
To which I'm ſubject, ſtruck a-croſs r my "hearts 
"Tis paſt, I'm well again, 

Nic. Heav'n guard your health. 

Mr. Poſt thou then wiſh it? 

Nic.” Am I then diſtruſted ? 

Then when I ſav'd your life, I did the leaſt 

L &er wou'd do to ſerve you. 

Myr, Barbarous man ! 


Nic. What have I done, my prince, which way of- | 


fended? 


Has not my life, has ſoul been yours | F- 
Mr. Oh! Oh! 


Nic. By heav'n I'm wrong 'd, ſoaks and I'll FT 


5 mylelf.,-*--: {Yates him by the hand, 
; My r, I'm poiſon arid deſtruction, curſe thy gods, 
IM kill thee in compaſſion. —— Oh my brain! 
Away, away, away. [Shoves him from _; gag. 
Nic. Do, kill me, prince - 
You ſhall not go, I do demand the cauſe, 
Which has put forth thy hand againſt thy father! 
For thus provok'd, I'Il do myſelf the juſtice 
To tell thee, youth, that I deſerve that name, 
Nor have thy parents lov'd thee more than T. 


Myr. J hear them, they are on me—Looſe thy hold, | 


Or I will plant my dagger in thy breaſt, 
Nic. Your dagger's needleſs! O ungrateful boy! 
* Forgive me, father, O my ſoul bleeds for thee. 
| [Embrace, 


As he i is going out Auletes meets him, and ſpeaks t to bin 
Ade. 


What, no eſcape? on every fide inclos d? 
Then I reſolve to periſh by his hand; 

*Tis juſt I ſhou'd, and meaner death I ſcorn. 
But how to work him to my fate, to ſting 
His paſſion up ſo high, will be a taſſs 
To me ſevere, as difficult as ſtrange. 


Support me, cruel ou, it muſt be done, [AH de. 


8 2 3 Mic. 


VC 


Nic. Now from my very ſoul, I cannot tell 
But 'tis enchantment all, for things ſo ſtrange 
Have happen'd, I might well diſtruſt my ſenſe; _ 
But if mine eyes are true, I plainly read 
A heart in anguiſh, and I muſt confeſs 
Vour grief is juſt It was inhuman in you- 
But tell the cauſe, unravel from the bottom | 
The myſtery that has embroil'd our loves, 

(For ſtill, my prince, I love, ſince you repent) 
What accident depriv'd me. of my friend, 
And loſt you to yourſelf ? ? BR. 

Hr. A traitor's ſight! 

Nic. Beneath my roof? | 
yr. Beneath thy very helmet, = 
Thou art a traitor, Guard Os Foes [Prawr. 

Nic. Diſtraction | = 
Traitor !- for ſtanding by your father's throne; ; 

And ſtemming the wild ſtream that roars againſt i it 
Of rebel ſubjects, and of foreign ſoes? _ 

Hor traini g thee to glory, and to war? 

Por taking thee from out thy mother's arms 

A mortal child, and kindling in thy foul 
The noble ardors of a future god ? | 
Farewel, I dare not truſt my temper more. 

Air. Seed, venerable traitor! 


Enier Rameſes. 


3 Hat | 
Turn, turn, blaſphemer, and repreſs thy 1 taunts; 


All provecation's needleſs, but thy ſight. 
He afſaults the prince, Nicanor hinders him. 

Me. Forbear, my fon. - 

Ram. Ferbear ? 

Nic. If I am calm, 
Your rage ſhould ceaſe. 5 1 
Ham. No, tis my own revenge, 

Unleſs, Sir, you diſown me for your fon, 

Nic. Thy ſword againſt Sad prince? 
Aaum. A villain. | 


Nic . | 
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Nic. Hold, 
Kam. The worſt of „in 
Nic. Tis too much. 
Fam. O father 
Nic, What wouldſt thou? 
Fam. Sir, your daughter—— 
Vic. Rightly thought; . 
She beſt can comfort me in all my ſorrow: 
Call, call Mandane, to behold my child 
Wou'd chear me in the agonies of death; 
Call her, Rameſes.- Am 1 diſobey' dt? 
Kam. O ir! 
Nic. What mean theſe tranſports of concern ? p 
| Ram, Tho' I'm an outcaſt from your love, I weer 
To open your black ſcene of miſery. 
Nic. Where will this end? —0 my forboding 
„ - Hoart? 
| Ram, Should he to whom, as to a | god, at parting, 
| You gave, with ſtreaming eyes, your ſoul's delight, 
While yet your laſt embrace was warm about him, 
Gloomy and dreadful as this ſtormy night — 
Ruſh on your child, your comfort, your Mandane, 
All ſweet and lovely as the bluſhing morn, 
Seize her by force, now trembling, breathleſs, pale, 
Proſtrate in anguiſh, tearing up the earth, | 
_ Inploring, ſhricking to the gods and you. 
O hold my brain! look there, and think the reſt 


| The back ſeene ent. A darkewd chamber, a 6: -d, and 


the curtains drawn, Ii omen paſs out, Weeping, &c. 
Nicanor falls back on Rameſes, 


Nic. Is't poſſible !—my child! my only daughter! 
The growth of my own life! that ſweeten'd age 
And pain 0 nature bleeds within me! 
Mand. Weep not, my virgins, ceale your uſclels | 
tears, 
_ Kindneſs is thrown away upon deſpair, | 
And but provokes the ſorrow it wou'd eaſe, 
Nic. All me forw ards. 1 46 ext 
W 8 3 Mund. 
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Aland. Moſt unwelcome news! 

Is he return'd? The gods ſupport my father. 
I now begin to wiſh he lov'd me leſs. 
Nee. "t here, there ſhe pierc'd the very tend 'reſt nerve. 
She pities me, dear babe, ſhe pities me: 

Through all the raging tortures of her ſoul 

She feels my pain! but hold, my heart, to thank her, 
Ihen burſt at once, and let the pangs of death 

Put Myron from my thought. [Goes to her. 
Maud. Severeſt fate | 
Has done its worſt- I've drawn my father's tears. 

Nic. Forbear to call me by that tender name; 

since F can't help thee, I wou'd fain forget | 

Thou art a part of me—it only ſhaxpens 
Thoſe pangs, which, if a ſtranger, I mould feel. — 
0 | me, my Mandane ; to behold thee . 
In ſuch exceſs of ſorrow, quite deſtroys me; 
And I ſhall die, and leave thee unreveng d. 
 Mand. O fir, there are misfortunes molt ſevere, 
Which yet can bear the light, and well ſuſtain'd 
Adorn the ſufferer,---But this afflition 
Has made deſpair a, virtue, and demands 
Utter extinction, and eternal night, 1 | 
As beight of happineſs _ [Scene ſhuts on then, 


Enter Syphoces. 


"Pew. O my & / hoces! 
Sh. And g this move you, does this melt y you 
| down, 
And pour you out in 1 then fly far, 
Ere Memnon comes; he comes with fluſhing check, 
And beating heart, to bear a bride away, 
And bleſs his fate, — how dreadfully deceiv'd 1 
Rani. T he melancholy ſcene at length begins. 


Enter Memnon. 


Mem. O give me leave 
To yield to nature, and indulge my joy, 
My friend! my brother! O the ecltaly = 
That 
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T pat fires my veins, and dances at my heart! q 
You love me not, if you refuſe to join 
In all the juſt extravagance and flight 
Of boundleſs tranſport, on this happy hour. 
Where is my ſoul, my bliſs, my lovely bride! _ 
Call, call her forth ; O haſte, the prieſt * us, 
And ev'ry moment is a crime to love. 
Kamm. Speak to him.—-Pr'ythee ſpea. [To Syph. 
jh. By heav'n I cannot. | we 
Mem. What can this mean? 
Kam. Syphoces, | 
Syph. Nay, Rameſes, _ 
Mem. By all the gods my ſtrogyle with their fo 
s, 
| And ſwallow down their tears to hide them from me, 
By friendſhip's ſacred name, I charge you, ſpeak. 


[They look on him with the utmoſt Concern, and. £0 


out on different ſides of the /lage. 


Was ever man thus left to dreadful thought, 
And all the horrors. of a black ſurmiſe! 
What woe is this too big to be expreſs'd ? 

O my ſad heart! why bod'ſt thou ſo ſevere ely? 


 Mandane's life's in danger ! there indeed, 


Fortune I fear thee ſtill; her beauties arm thee, 
Her virtues make thee dreadful to my thought: 
But for my love, how I cou'd laugh at fate! 


Euter a ſervant, and gives him a paper. He reads. 
Enter Rameſes, Menmon favors and falls on Rameſes, 


Ram. Twere happy if his ſoul wou' d ne'er return; ; 
The gods may ſtill be merciful in this. 
His lids begin to riſe.---How fares my „ 

| Mem. Did Myron feel my pangs, you'd pity him. 


Enter Syphoces. 


1 9075. Fainting beneath th' oppreſſion of her grief, 
N This way Mandane ſeeks the freſher air: 


S4 - | Let 


I beir words, and they're the 
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Let us withdraw ; ; "twill pain her to be ſeen, 
And moſt of all by you. 


Mem. By my own heart, 


I judge, and am convinc'd. za dare not ſee her, | 


The flight wou'd ſtrike me dead. 


ri Memnon 7s going, Mandane megis him ; his A 


back, ſhe ſhrieks, Memnon recovers himſelf, and 
fall at her knees, embracing them ; ſhe tries to dif 
engage, he not permitting, Tr raiſes him be takes 
her puſſionately in his arms. They continue e 
and motionleſs for ſome time. 


Nam. Was ever mournful interview like this? 


See how they writhe with anguiſh! hear them groan! 
- See the large ſilent dew run tickling down, 


As from the weeping marble ; paſſion choaks 
41— of deſpair ! 
© Mem. O my Mandane! _ 
At this he vielenily breaks from him, and Exit, 
But ons moment more. 
UA Memnon i- followings Rameſes holds tim. 
Ram. Brother —— © 
Hem. Forgive me— _ 
Kam. You're to blame, 
Mem, Look there. [Pointing after her. 
My heart is burſting, e 
Kam. With Revenge. 
Mem. And love 
Kam. Revenge. 
. Mem. One dear embrace, *twill edge my ſword. 
Spb. No, 2 if our ſwords now want an 
edge, 
They'll want for ever; to this ſpot I charm thee ; 
By the dread words, revenge and liberty! “ 
This is the criſis of our fates, this moment 
The guardian gods of Egypt hover o'er us, 
They watch to ſee us act like prudent men, 
And out of ills extract our happineſs, _ 
My friends, theſe dire eines, like poiſon, 


— May 
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May have their wholſone aſe! this ſad om | 


3 manag'd artfully, revives our hopes; 


It gives Mianor to our ſinking — 
And {till the tyrant ſhakes. 
Ram, My father comes; 
Or ſnatch this moment, or Jefpain for ever. 
While paſſions glow, the heart, like heated ſteel, 
Takes each ee and is work d at pleaſure. 


Enter Nicanor. 


Me. Why have the gods choſe out my woke hours, 
| To ſet their terrors in array againſt me: 

This wou'd beat down the vigour of my youth, 
Much more grey hairs, and life worn down io low. 
Vain man! to be ſo fond of breathing gs 

And ſpinning out a thread of miſery, 

The longer Fife the greater choice of evil ; 

The happieſt man is but a wretched thing, | 

That ſteals poor comfort from compariſon ; 

What then am I? Here will I fit me down, 

Brood o'er my cares, and think myſelf to death. 
Draw near, Feameſes, I was raſn erewhile, 

And chid thee without cauſe.--How many years 
Have I been cas'd in ſteel? 

Kam. Full threeſcore years 

Have chang'd the ſeaſons o'er your creſted brow, 
And ſeen yonr fauchion dy'd in hoſtile blood. 

Nic. How many triumphs ſince the king has reign 'd? 
Ram. They number juſt your battles, one for one. 
Nic. True, I have follow'd the rough trade of war 
With ſome ſucceſs, and can, without a bluſh, 
Review the ſhaken fort, and ſanguine plain. 

I have thought pain a py thirſt and toil. 

Bleſt objects of ambition; I remember, 

(Nor do my foes forget that bloody day) 

When the barb'd arrow from my gaping thigh 
Was wrench'd with labour, I diſdain'd to groan, 
Becauſe I ſuffer'd for Buri“ ſake. 

Rams The king is not to blame, 
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Nic. Ts not the prince his fon ? 
Kam. But in bimfelf. - 
Nic. And has he loſt his walt, 5 [Rijeng i in Paſo on. 
Cauſe he has injur'd me? Erewhile thy blood 
Was kindled at his name,---Didfſt thou not tell me 
A ſhameful black deſign on poor Amelia ? 
O Memnon ! what a glorious race is this, 

To make the gods a party in our cauſe, 

And draw down bleſſings on us! 
_ Mem, He that ſupports them | 
i In ſuch black crimes, is ſharer of their th, ft. 
Nic. Point out the man, and with theſe vither'd_ 

N hands : 

i 14 fly upon his throat, tho? be were lodg'd 
Within the circle of Buſiri“ arms. 

Kam. Fe that prevents it not when in his power 

_ Supports them in their courſe of flaming guilt, 
And you are he. | | | 
Nic. Thou rav'ſt, 

Sy pb. The army 's yours. 

F've ſounded ev'ry chief; but wave your finger, 

Thouſands fall off the tyrant's fide, and leave him 

Naked of help, and open to deſtruction. © I 

But ſweep his minions, cut a padder's throat, 

Or lop a ſycophant, the work is done. 5 
Nic. What wou'd you have me do ? Cfarting. 
Mem. Let not your heart 15 

Fly off from your own thought, be traly great, 

| Reſent your country's ſufferings as your own, | 

| A generous ſoul is not confin'd at home, 

But ſpreads itſelf abroad o'er all the pablic | 

; And feels for every member of the land. 

What have we ſeen for twenty rolling years, 

But one long tract of blood! or, what is worſe, 

Throng'd dungeons pouring forth perpetual groans, 

And free-born men oppreſs'd ! Shall half mankind 

Be doom'd to curſe the moment of their birth ? 


Shall all the mother's fondneſs be employ'd 


To 
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To rear them up to bondage, give them ſtrength 
To bear afflictions, and ſupport their chains? 
Syph. To you the valiant youre muſt humbly bend, 
C Kneeling. 
And beg that nature's gifts, the vigorous nerve, 
And graceful port deſign'd to bleſs the world, 


And take your great example in the field, 


May not be forc'd by lewdneſs in high place | 

To other toils, to labour for diſeaſe, | 

To wither in a loath'd embrace, and die 

At an inglorious diſtance from the foe. 

Kam, To Fa Amelia lifts her hands for fafory. 


Ü Anceling. 


Mem. To you—to you- [Burſting inis tears. 


Mic. By heav'n he cannot ſpeak.— I underſtand thee, 

 Riſe---riſe---my ſon. Riſe all; your work is done 
They periſh all, theſe ts of my ſword. 
HFave I not ſeen whole armies vaulted o'er. 


With flying javelins, which ſhut out the day, 

And fell in rattling ſtorms at my command, 

Jo ſlay, and bury proud Bujiri” foe? 

Ile lives and reigns, for I have been his friend; 
But I'll unmake him, and plough up the ground . 


Where his proud palace ſtands. [Exits 


Mem. O my Mandane! _ 
The gods by dreadful means beſtow faccefs, 
And in their vengeance moſt ſeverely bleſs : 
From thy bright ſtreaming eyes our triumphs flow, 
The tyrant falls, Mandane ſtrikes the blow. 
So the fair moon, when {eas ſwell high, and pour 
A waſteful deluge on the trembling ſhore, 
_ Inſpires the tumult from her clouded throne, 


Where ſilent, penſive, pale, ſhe fits alone, g 


And all the diſtant ruin is her own. 


5 


be V 


ACT v. SCENE I. 


SCE N E, The field, 
E ner Buſiris and Auletes. An alarm at a diſtance. 
Bu. W* -Icome the voice of war ! though loud the 


| ſound, 

It faintly ſpeaks the language of my heart, 
It whiſpers what I mean. But lay, Auletes, 
What urge theſe forlorn rebels i in excuſe | 
For chuſing ruin? 
Al, Various their complaints; 3 
But ſome are loud, that while your heavy hand 
Preſſes Whole millions with inceſſant toil, 
(Toils fitter far for beaſts than human creatures) 7 
In building wonders for the world to gaze at, 
Weeds are their food, their cup the muddy Nile. 

_ Bu/. Do they not build for me? let that reward them. 
Tes [ T will build more wonders to be gaz'd at, 
5 4} tomper all my cement with their blood. 

of | pains and art reform'd the puzzled year, 

1; us drawing down the ſun to human uſe, | 
Arn] making him their ſervant? who puſh'd off 
h mountain dams the broad redundant Nile 
Lc.cended from the moon, and bid it wander 
A ſtranger ſtream in unaccuſtom'd ſhores ? 
Who from the Ganges to the Danube reigns? 
But virtues are forgot---away---to arms! 
J call to mind my glorious anceſtry, 
W hich for ten thouſand rolling years renown d.: 
Shines up into eternity itſelf, | 


And ends among the gods. 4s alarm: 


» nter Memnon. 


5 The rebel braves us. 


Buſ. Hold, let our weapons thirf one moment longtr 6 —_ 
And death ltand ſtill, 'till he receives my nod, —— 


Whom 
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Whom meet I in the midſt of my own Ny 
With bold defiance on his brow ? 
Mem. The flave, 
Whom dread Bufris lately laid in chains, 
An emblem of his country. 
- Bu. Is it thus | 
You thank my royal bounty! 
Mem. Thus you thank'd the good Artaxet, 
Thus you thank'd my father. 
Buf. What J have done, conclude moſt right and juſt, 
For I have done it, and the gods alone 
Shall aſk me why; thou liv'it, Altho' they fell; 
And if they fell unjuſtly, greater thanks | 
Are due from thee, whom e'en injuſtice far'd. d. 
Mem. Thy kindneſſes are wrongs, ey mean to 
- ſooth 
1 My injur'd ſoul, and ſteal it from revenge. 
A,, Torn back thine eye, behold thy troops are thin, 


A Thy men are rarely ſprinkled o'er the field, 


And yet thou carrieft millions on thy tongue. 

Mem. All thy blood-thirſty ſword has laid in duſt 
Are on my fide, they come in bloody ſwarms, _ 
And throng my banners; thy unequal'd crimes 
Have 4 8 thee weak, and rob my victory. — 

Buf. H | 

Mem. Tk ſtamp not, tyrant; 1 can ſtamp. as loud, 
And raiſe as many demons at the ſound, 

Buſ. J wear a diadem. 

Mem. And I a ſword. 

Buſ. Yet, yet ſubmit, I give thee liſe, 

Mem. Secure your own: _ | 
No more, Bufiris, bid the ſan farewel. | 

Buf. Buſiris and the ſun ſhould ſet together 3 3 
If this day's angry gods ordain my fate, 

Know thou, I fall like ſome vaſt pyramid, 
I bury thouſands in my great deſtrution, 
And thou the firſt, — Slave! in the front of battle, 
There thou ſhalt find me, TY 
Mem. 


. 8 Us 1 R 1 8, 
Mm. Thou ſhalt find me there; | . 
And have well paid that gratitude I owe. [ Exeurt, 


A continued alarm, 
Enter Myron and Nicanor meeting. 


Nic. 1 2 mine eye ſtrike horror trough thy 
ou 8 | 
And ſhake the weapon from thy trembling arm? 
Baſe boy ! the foulneſs of thy guilt ſecures thee 
From my reproach, I dare not name thy crime. 
Myr. Old man, didſt thou ſtand up in thy own cauſe, 
1 then ſhou'd be afraid of fourſcore years, 
And tremble at grey hairs; but ſince thy frenzy 
Has lent thoſe venerable locks to caſt - 
A gloſs of virtue on the blackeſt crime, 
Accurſt rebellion ! this gives back my heart, 
With all its rage, and I'm a man again, Ns | 
| Nic. Come on, and uſe that force in arms I taught : 
| thee; 
PI now reſume the life 1 gave ſo late, 
r. I grieve thou haſt but half a life to loſe, 
And doſt defraud my vengeance---At my touch 
Thou moulder'ſt into duſt, and art forgotten. 
. [Preparing to fight, Myron /tops hart. 
Ah, no! I cannot fight with thee, begone, 
| And ſhake elſewhere; thou eanſt not want a death 
In ſuch a field, though 1 refule it to thee, 
Rameſes, Memon, give them to my ſword, 
Suſtain'd by thouſands; but to fly from thee, _ 
From thee, moſt injur d man, ſhall be my praiſe, 
And riſe above the conqueſt of my foes. | 
Nic. Tis not old age, th' avenging gods purſue thee ! $2 


[He retires before Nicanor off the Hage. A loud alarm. 


Enter Buſiris and Auletes in purſuit. 
Bu. 'Tis well, I like this madneſs of the field : 
Let heighten'd horrors, and a waſte of death 
en, the world, Br 27 Iris is in arms. = 
But 
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But then I grudge the glory of my ſword 

To ſlaves and rebels; while they die by me, 
They cheat my vengeance, and ſurvive in fame. 

Aul. J panted after in the paths of death, 

And cou'd not but from far behold your plume 
O'erſhadow ſlaughter'd heaps ; while your 4 helm 
Struck a diſtinguiſh'd terror through the field, 

The diſtant legions trembling as it blaz'd. — 

_ Buſ. Think not a crown alone lights up wy name, 

My hand is deep in fight. Forbid it, %“ 

That whilſt Bu/iris treads the ſanguine field, 

The foremoſt ſpirit of his hoſt ſhon'd conquer 

But by example, and beneath the ſhade 

Of this high-brandiſh'd arm. Didft thou e'er fear? ? 

Sure 'tis an art, I know not how to fear. 

Tis one of the few things beyond my power; 

And if death muſt be fear'd before 'tis felt, 

Thy maſter is immortal, O uletes, 
But while I ſpeak, they "live! | 
Where fall the ſounding cataracts of N;/e, 

The mountains tremble, and the waters boil; 

Like them I'll ruſh, like them my fury pour, 

And give the future world one wonder more. 


 [Exeunt, 


Enter Myron engaged with a party ;. his plume 15 ſmitten ; 


off. He drives the fee, and returns. 


| Myr. When death's {o near, but dares not venture on 


5 ML 95 
Tis heaven's regard, a kind of ſalutation, 

Which to ourſelves our own importance ſhews ; =—— 
Faint as I am, and almoſt fick of blood, | 
There is one cordial would revive me ſtill; 


© he fight of Os, place that fiend before me. — 


Ka 


Enter Menon 


A Where, where's the prince ? O give bim to my 
His 


ſword! 
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His tall white plume, which like a eee foam 

PFloated on the tempeſtuous ſtream of fight, | 
Shew'd where he ſwept the field; I follow'd _ 

But my * has turn'd him into air- 


Euter Myron. 


The gaht but 1 now begins ! 
Myr. Why, who art thou! ? 
Men. Prince I am - 


Myr. Memmon, | | [ Diſiainfully. 
Mem. No- l'm Mandane. | , ERS 
Myr. Ha! | 


Mem, She's here, ſhe's here, ſhe's all: her wronys 
and virtues! [Striting his head and breaſt. 
Virtues and wrongs ! thou worſe than murderer! _ 
_ Myr. I charge thee name her not, forbear the : croak 
With that ill-omen'd note. ; 
Mem. Manaane ! 8 
Myr. Be it fo. 8 | 
When I reflect on her mean | love for thee, 
And plot againſt my life, my pain is leſs. 
Mem. Tie falſe; ſhe meant, ſhe knew it not; Rameſes, - 
He, only he, was conſcious of the thought, 
Mr. Then I'm a wretch indeed! 
Mem. As ſuch I'll uſe thees 
III cruſh thee like ſome poiſon on the earth, 
Then haſte and cleanſe me in the blood of men. 
Myr. I thank thee for this ſpirit which exalts thee 
Into a foe I need not bluſh to meet. 
Now from my ſoul, it joys me thou art found, 
And found alive; by beav'n, ſo much I hate thee, 5 
J fear'd that thou waſt dead, and hadſt-eſcapꝰd me: 
I'll drench my ſword in thy deteſted blood, 
Or ſoon make thee immortal by my e. 
V 
Mem, Myron! 
Myr. Rebel! 
' Mem, Myron! 
Myr. Hell! | 2 
8 5 Meni. 
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Mem. Mandane! | . falls. 
Myr. Juſt the blow, and julter ſtill, 

"Pocanſe mbitter'd to me by that hand 

1 moſt deteſt; which gives my ſoul an earneſt 

Of vaſt unfathomable woes to come, 

That dreadful dowry for my dreadful love. 

I leave the world my miſery's example, 2 

If us'd aright, no trivial legacy. [Dies. 


Enter Syphoces. 


$yph, My lord, I bring you moſt unwelcome news. 
As poor Mandane wander'd near the field, 
In hope to ſee her injuries reveng d, 
Thougghtleſs of any ſuff rings but the paſt, 
A party of the foe ſaw, ſeiz'd, and bore her off. 
Mem. Veng'ance and conqueſt now are trivial things. 


love made their prize ! tis impious in my ſoul 


To entertain a thought but of her reſcue, 
Now, now I plunge into the thickeſt war, 

As ſome bold diver from a precipice 

| Into mid ocean to regain a gem, 

Whoſe loſs impoveriſh'd kings to briog it backs 
Or ſee the day no more, | [Exeunt. 


Enter Mandane priſaner. 


Mand. A gen'rous foe will hear his captive ſpeak; 
A benefit thus kneeling I emplore: 
Let one of all thoſe ſwords that glitter round me, 
| Vouchſafe to hide its point within my breaſt, 


Enter Memnon. 1 


apa Ah villains "curſed atheiſts! can in. you ita 
That poſture from that form? what, what are numbers, 
When I behold thoſe eyes? not-mine the glory, _ 
That ſingly thus I quell a hoſt of foes. | 


nhuman robbers! O bring back my ſoul. 


5 [They force her «ff, he ruſhes in upon them and 70 talen. 


Poor 
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Poor comfort to mankind that they can loſe 


Their lives but once but O! a thouſand times 
Be torn from what they love. 


Enter Rameſes. 


Nam. Far have 1 waded in the bloody field, 
Laborious through the ſtubborn ranks of war, 
And trac'd thee in a labyrinth of death: 
But thus to find thee ! — better find thee dead! 
Theſe ſlaves will uſe thee ill. 
5 Mem. Of that no more; 3 
Myron is dead, and by this arm. 
5 Ram. 1 thank ee. 
All my few ſpirits left exult with j joy. . 
I'll chaſe and ſcourge him through the lower world. 
Mem. Alas, thou bleed'ſt. | | 
Kam. Curſe on the tyrant's ſword, 
I bleed to death. But cou'd not leave the world 
Without a laſt embrace. Jult now I met 
The poor Mandane. = 
| Mem. Quickly ſpeak. What ſaid ſhe 5 
Ram. Nothing of comfort. Ceaſe to aſk me farther, 
If you meet more, your meeting will be ſad.— , 
Your arm, I faint---Ah what is human life! 
How like the dial's tardy-moving ſhade ! 
Day after day ſlides from us unperceiv'd : 
Ide cunning fugitive is ſwift by ſtealth, 


' Too ſubtle is the movement to be fn, | 


Yet ſoon the hour is up---and we are gone. 

Farewell, I pity thee. [Pier 

Mem. Farewell, brave friend! ! os 

Wou'd I cou'd bear thee company to reſt, 

But life in all its terrors ſtands before me, 

And ſhuts the gate of peace againſt my wiſhes, — 
Do I nor hear a peal of diſtant thunder, 

And ſee a ſudden darkneſs ſhuts the day, 

And quite blots out the ſun ?---but what to me 

The colour of the ſky? a death-cold dew 

Hangs on my brow, and all my flacken'd Joints 


| Are 
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Are ſhook without a cauſe---A groan ! from whence? 
Again! and no one near me; vain delufion ! 
Yet not I fear in vain! ſome ill is tow'rds me, 
More dreadful ſure than all that's paſt. Mandane! 
I hop'd ſhe was at peace, and paſt the reach 
Of this ill news, but ſuch my wayward fate 
I cannot aſk a curſe, but 'tis deny'd me: 
And cou'd I wiſh I ne'er could ſee her more? 


Enter Mandane guarded. 


Mand. This is my brother; a ſhort privacy 
Is a ſmall favour you may grant a foe, 
Cunard. Let it be ſhort, we may not wait your leiſure. 
* Mem, * Tis wond'rous ſtrange, there's 1 
| holds me from her, 
And keeps this foot faſt rooted to the ground, 
This is the laſt time I ſhall ever pray: 
To me, ye gods, confine your threaten'd vengeance, 
And I will bleſs your mercies while I ſuffer, | 


 [Memnon and Mandane advance Jowy 7 | 
the front of the ſiage. 


Mand. What didſt thou pray for * 3 
Mem, For thy peace. 
Mand. Twas kind: 
But Oh! thoſe hands in bonds deny the bleſſing, | 
For which they earneſtly were rais'd to heav'n—— 
Mem. I fear ſo too; what we have yet to do 
| Muſt be ſoon done; this meeting is our laſt, 
How ſhall we uſe it ? 
Mand. How? conſult thy chains, 
And my calamities. 
Mem. Sad counſellors, 
And cruel their advice are there no other? 
Mand. I look around —and find no glimpſe of hope, 
A perfect night of horror and deſpair! 
em. Of horror and deſpair, indeed, Mandane- { 
Canſt thou believe me ? nay, can 1 believe 5 5 
Hy- 
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Myſelf? the laſt thing that I wiſh'd for was—'tis falſe 

The weight of my misfortune hurts my mind. 

Mand. Was what? 

Mem, I dare not think, to think is to 1ook down 

A precipice ten thouſand fathoms deep, 

That turns my brain---Oh! Oh! 

Mund. Memnon, no more: | | 

That filence and thoſe tears need no explaining 3 $- 

And it is kind, with ſuch ſevere reluctance, _ 

To think upon my death---though neceſſary, _ 
Mem, Ah hold! you plant a thouſand daggers here. 5 

Talk not of dying---I diſown the thought; . 

Right is not right, and reaſon is not reaſon, 

Allis diſtraction. when I look on thee. 

O all ye pitying gods! daſh out from nature 

5 Your ſtars, your ſun, but let Mandane live. 
Mand. No: death long: lince was my confirm'd re · 
eee 

Mem. Myron is dead. | 

Mand. What joy a heart like 1 mine 

Can feel, it feels---had he been never born, 


I might have liv d- tis now---impoſlible. 


em. This even to my miſeries I owe, 
That it diſcovers greater virtues (till 

In her my ſoul adores O my: Mandane ! 

8 glorious maid ! then thou wilt be at peace. 


[Memnon walks thoughtfully, Br returns. 


Muſt I ſurvive, and change thy tenderneſs 
For a ſtern maſter, and perpetual chains ? 
Long I may groan on earth to ſate their malice, 
Then through ſlow torments linger into death, 
No ſteel to ſtab, no wall to daſh my brain! 
Mand, Rae | 
» Mem, Why thus fix'd in thought | what mi 105 birth 
15 lab'ring In your ſoul ? your eyes ſpeak wonders - 
Mand. Will not. the blood-hounds be content with. 
Men. Alas, 22 no; uy ſtudy nature 


To 
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To find out all her ſecret ſeats of pain, 
And carry killing to a dreadful art: 
A limple death in Egypt is for friends. 
Mand. O then it muſt be ſo !---and yet it cannot. 
Mem, What means this ſudden paleneſs.? 
, Mand. Heav'n aſſiſt me! 
: [Feeling in her boſom he fwoons, 
"Mem My love! Mandane! hear me, my eſpous d 
My deareſt heart! the infant of my boſom! _ | 
Whom I would foſter with my vital blood. 
 Mand, "Tis well, and in return I give thee---this, 
- [Shows a dagger, 
Mem. Millions of thanks, thou refuge in deſpair. 
Mand. Terrible kindneſs ! horrid mercy! Oh! 
J cannot give it thee, 
Mem. Full well I know 
Thy tender ſoul, and I muſt force it PRE thee, 


T [4s he is fArrugeling with her fer the dagger, ſhe Ses „„ | 
Maud. My lord ! my ſou]! my ſelf! you tear mx 
heart. | | 

Art thou not dearer to my eyes than li ght! | 


Doſt thou not circulate through all my veins, | 
Mingle with life, and form my very ſoul! | | 

Mem, Now, monſters, I defy you: fate forbids 
A long farewel, my guard may interpoſe, _ if 
And make your favour vain——Thus only thus. 


And now  [Embrace, © | 
Mand. Ah no! ſince laſt I faw thee, thrice I rais'd 1. 
| {Holds his arm. 5 


My trembling arm, mid thrice I let it fall, — 
If you refuſe compaſſion to my lex, 5 
 Memnon betrays me, and is Myron's friend. 
As Ja ponyard, you ſupply an arm, 

And 1 ſhall ſtill be happy in your love. 


TAfer a pauſe of ferment, he F ks 
gently on the earth. 4 


den. From dreadful to more dreadful 1 am plung'd, 
1 5 And 
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And find in deepeſt anguiſh deeper till. 


I can't complain in common with mankind—— 
But am a wretched ſpecies all alone. 
Muſt I not only loſe thee, but be curs'd 

To ſprinkle my own hands with thy life-blood ? £ 
Mand. It cannot be avoided. 

| Mem, Nor perform'd. + 

Lift up my hand againſt thee as a foe! 

I, who ſhould fave thee from thy very father, 
And teach thy deareſt friends to uſe thee well, 
Make kindneſs kind, and ſoften all their ſmiles? 
'O my Mandane! think how IJ have lov' a 

O my Marndarne! think upon thy pow'r! 

How often haſt thou ſeen me pale with j joy, 


And trembling at a ſmile? and ſhall POO 
Mand. Myron 


[4s that Memnon 2 wp N 5 


Mem. Ah bold! I charge thee hold! one glans that 
">, way 

Awakes my hell, and blows up all its 8 — 
The world turns round, my heart is ſick to death! 
O my diſtraction! perfect loſs of thought! _ 
Mand. Why ſtand you like a ſtatue ? are you dead? 
What do you fold ſo faſt within your arms? 
Why with fix' d eye-balls do you pierce the ground? 
Why ſhift your place, as if you trod. on fire? 
Why gnaw your lip and groan ſo dreadfully ? 
My lord, if I have ſpent whole live- -long nights 
In tears, and ſigh'd away the day in private, 
Only oppreſs'd with an exceſs of love, 
O turn, and ſpeak to me! 

Mem. And theſe, no doubt, N 
Are arguments that I ſhould draw thy blood. — 


-: No child was ever lull'd npon the breaſt 


With half that tenderneſs has melted from has.” 
And fel] like balm upon my wounded ſoul. 
And ſhall J murder thee ? yes, thus---thus---thug --- 
| * mMoracing ſome time. 
. Mand. 
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Hand. Alas! my lord forgets we are to die. 


[Memnon gazes with wonder on the dagger. 


Mem. By heav'n I had, my foul had took her gue 
In bliſs---why, is not this our bridal-day ? 

Maud. That way diſtraction re 

Mem, Indeed it does. 


Both. Oh! Oh! | 
Mand. Thy ſighs and . are ſharper than thy 
1 


The guard is on us. 

Mem. Then it muſt be done. 
Sun, hide thy face, and put the world i in mourning, 
Though blood ſtart out for bears, tis done. — but one, 
One laſt embrace. | 


Let me not ſee a tear,---I cou'd as ſoon 

| Stab at the face of heaven, as kill thee weeping. 
Mand. 'Tis paſt---I am compos'd. 

; Mem. And now, and now. 

and. Be not fo fearful, 'tis the ſecond blow - 

Will pain my heart---indeed this will not hurt me. 


Mem. O thou halt ſtung my ſoul quite through and 


throug 


w ith thoſe kind wards; + I had juſt ſteel'd my breaſt, 


[Daſhing down the e dagger. 8 


Al thou unde lt it all — 1 could not bear 
To raze thy ſkin to ſave the world from ruin. 
Maud. If you're a woman, I'll be ſomething more 


: [Stabs herſelf. 
I ſhall not taſte of heav'n till you arrive. [ Dies. 


Mem. Struck home---and 1 in her heart. ----She's dead 


already, 
And now with me all nature is expir'd — | 
My lovely bride! now we again are happy, 


And better worlds prepare our nuptial bow'r.. 
Now every ſplendid object of ambition, 
Which lately with their various gloſſes play'd 
vow my brain, ang tool'd my idle heart, 


[As he embraces her, ſhe burſts into tears. 


[Stabs L 


GRE TIE, 
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Are taken from me by a little miſt, | 


And all the world 1 is vaniſh'd. | [Dice 5 


4 march founded, Enter Nicanof and Syphoces victo- 
| | TOUS, N 


E — abich: are advancing fol: be lues, tr. 


Mic. The day's our own, the Per/ran's angry pow! - 
_ Have well repaid this morning's inſolence, 


And turn'd the deſperate fortune of the field 


By ſure, tho? late relief, 


Syph. Nicaner, friend, 
1 from the city bring you welcome news: 
My guilty letter from the amorous queen 
1 ſpread amongſt the multitude ; while yet 
Their blood was warm with reading the black ſcroll, 
Mris, to view the fortune of the fight, 
Leaving her palace for the weſtern tow'r, 
Was ſeiz'd, torn, ſcatter'd on the guilty ſor 
_ Where her great brother fell. 
Nic. The gods are juſt. | 
Spb. See where Buſiris comes, your royal captives 
In his misfortune great; an awful ruin! 
And dreadful to the conqueror! 
| [Nicanor advancing, Toes the bodies. 
Nic. Sad ea! | 
A ſight that teaches triumph how to mourn, 
And more than juſtifies theſe ſtreaming tedrs, 
Even on the moment that my country's ſav'd 
From ſore e Fad inglorious chains. 
[He falls on his attendants: 


4 great y Enter Bufiris wounded. 


Ba. Conquer d; 'tis falſe ; I am your maſter till; 
Four maſter, tho? in bonds: you ſtand aghaſt 
At your good fate, and trembling can't enjoy. 


. LA : 


* [Bow from my ſoul, I hug theſe welcome chains 


ich ſhew you all Bujiris. and declare 
: s and len ſuperfluuus t to my fame. 25 
; on 


Ll 
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Yon think this ſtreaming blood will low'r my thought 
No, ye miſtaken men, I ſmile at death 3; 

For living here, is living all atone, 

| hs me a real ſolitude, amid 
A throng of little beings, groveling round me; 
Which yet uſurp one common ſhape and name. 
I thank theſe wounds, theſe raging pains, which e 5 
An! interview with equals ſoon elſewhere, ON 
| {He fees Memnon- ; 

Ha! death! ? 'tis well; he roſe not to my {word, 

I only wilk'd his fate, and there he lyes. 
Some when they die, die all; their mould” ring clay 
| Is but an emblem of their memories: 

The ſpace quite cloſes up through which they paſy' 4. 

That I have liv'd, I leave a mark behind, 

Shall pluck the thiaing age from vulgar time, 
And give it whole to late poſterity. 
Aly name is writ in mighty characters, 

Trinmphant columns, and eternal domes, 

Whoſe ſplendor heighyens our Egyptian day, 

Whoſe frreagths (hall laugh at time, till their great baſis 4 
Old earth itlelf, ſhall fail. In after ages... [ 
Who war or build; ſhall build or war from me, 

Grow great in each, as my example fires; 
is I of art the future wonders raiſe; 

1 fight the ſuture battles of the world. 

(:reat Fove, I come ! Fgypt thou art forſaken: [Sites 
Aſia's impoveriſſid by my linking glories, 4 

Abd the workd leſſens, when Bufiris falls, Dit. _—_— 

ip. Bear the dead monarch to his pyramid. 

And for what uſe ſoe'er it was deſign'd, 

By that high- minded but miſtaken man, 

There let him lye magnificent in death; 

Great was his life, great be his monument: 

And on Bufirir nephew, young "dogg 

©f gentler ſpirit, let the crown devolve. 

From this day's vengeance let the nations knowp _ 
Fave lays the pride of haughticſt monarchs low, | 


5 And 
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end they who kindted with ambitious fire, 
1. arts 6nd arms with moſt ſacceſs aſpire, 
If void of virtue, but provoke their doom, 
Graip at their fate, and build themſelves a tomb. | 


—— . ¶ ᷣ — 
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ByaFrIEND. 
| Spoken by Mrs. OLDFIELD. 


| TH E race of S dull, judicious roguet, 
5 To mournful plays deny brick epilogucs. 
Each gentle fwain and tender nymph, ſay they, 
From a fad tale ſhould go in tears a ay, | 
From hence quite home ſhould ftreams of ſorrow 5 i E 
Aud, drown'd in grief, ſteal ſupperleſs to bed. TE 4 


75 doctrine is ſe grave, the ſparks wor't bear it ; 
They love to go in lumour to their claret. | 
The cit, who owns a little fun worth buying, 
Holds half-a-crown too much to pay for crying, 
Beſides, who knows without theſe healing arts, 
But love might turn your heads, and break your hearts 3 ; 
Aud the poor author, oy imagin'd woes, 
Might people Beth'lem with our belles and beau 2 


Hence I, who lately bid adieu to pleaſe ure, 
Robb'd of my ſpouſe, and my dear virgin treaſure 3 
1, whom you ſaw deſpairing breathe my laſt, 
Am free and eaſy, as if nought had paſt ; 
Again put on my airs, and play my fan, | 
Aud fear no mire that dreadful creature, man, | 
== But avhence does this malicious mirth begin anne 7 
4 know, ye beaſts, you reckon it no ſin. 1 


*Tis ſtrange that crimes the ſame, in diffrent plays, 
Should move our horror, and our laughter raiſe, 
| Lowe's Jove ſecure the comic actor tries, 
But of he's wicked in blank verſe he dies, 
The farce, where wives prove frait, /lill makes the bet, 
And the poor cuckold is a Kaner Jet: | 
But 


E L o u E. 


But our grave bard, a virtuous ſen of lis, 
Counts a bold ſtroke in love among the vices, 


As blood amd wounds a guilty land he dips yes. 


And waſtes an empire for one raviſh'd gib. 
What muſty morals fill an Oxford Head, 

To notions of pedantic virtue bred! 

There each ſtiff Don at galantry exclaims, + 
Aud calls ue men and ladies filthy names ; 
They tell you, rakes and jilts corrupt a nation: 


Such is the prejudice of education | 


You, who kuows better things, will ſuræ afpreve 
Theſe ſcenes,; that ſhaw the boundleſs power of love. 
Let, when they Wl, th” Italian things afpear, 

T his play, ave tragt, ſhall throng an audience here. 
Bad Myron's paſſion, up to frenzy wrought, 
Would 1 be warbled through an eunuch's throat : 
His part, at leaſt, his part requires a Ma. 
Let Nicolani act it if be cast. 


